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THE MIRROR MAN: 
AN OVERVIEW 


In Mark Twain's short story, 
The Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg, a 
stranger, having suffered some grievous 
insult at the hands of one of the 
pious and self-righteous citizens of 
the town, devises a scheme to expose 
the hypocrisy at the root of the town’s character. 
Each of the leading families is exposed; the stranger 
becomes a mirror in which the town for the first time 
sees itself in the true light of its own corruption. 

In the person of Eric Suher — landlord, music 
mogul, silkscreening tycoon — Northampton has a mir- 
ror of it’s own. Follow Suher's exploits over the last six 
years and you'll see the City revealed as a dazed, con- 
fused and clueless entity that is grasping at straws to stop 
it’s downward economic slide. 

At age thirty-three Suher is a major power bro- 
ker in town. He has built up a local real estate empire of 
at least thirteen commercial properties in or near down- 
town that are assessed for close to $9 million [see side- 
bar]. Many of his properties were purchased through the 
bankruptcy/foreclosure process; most are leased and then 
mortgaged, the funds from which are used to acquire 
more properties. With his first-rate legal team, the back- 
ing of Peoples Bank and his entrepreneurial smarts, Suher 
has the incentive and the power to alter the face and the 
character of downtown. 
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WITH !LLUSTRATIONS 
BY Matt SmitH 


Compared 
with Suher's aggressive 
and energetic commercial 
behavior, the City, in its attempts to generate growth and 
create jobs, appears weak and lazy (see last issue's “End- 
time for Northampton” for a full assessment). By unques- 
tioningly embracing Suher’s murky “vision” of 
Northampton's future, the City reveals its own lack of 
vision, energy or ideas. By allowing itself to be seduced by 
Suher's sweet nothings about Northampton’s bright future 
as an arts showcase —- an economically indefensible 
premise — the local establishment reveals a preening van- 
ity; all Suher has to do is mention the word “arts” and the 
City jerks about like a Punch and Judy show. 

Suher has revealed the establishment press — 
the Daily Hampshire Gazette and The Valley Advocate — to 


be lightweights. They seem to blush and turn aside when- 
ever Suher talks about his “vision” of Northampton, that 
thing he has been dangling in the face of the City for six 
years, like a carrot ona stick, refusing to divulge the 
slightest detail as though it were secrets of state. Doesn't 
the City have a right to know? 

The press ought to pay attention. Suher’s com- 
mercial clout enables him to impact city politics; the City 
recently went to bat for Suher in a losing Federal bank- 
ruptcy case. Richard Bowen, an attorney for 
Northampton, racked up big legal bills at taxpayers’ 
expense in the City’s losing effort. Suher, with property 
at 136 West Street, the former National Felt Factory, will 
have a key stake in zoning and infrastructure projects 
near the soon-to-be-developed former State Hospital; 
those projects will affect the City as a whole. Suher’s 
altering of the downtown retail mix in favor of regional 
and national chain stores (Hannoush, Talbots, Dean 
Witter) is a matter of real concern. So is Suher’s financial 
viability, given his downtown holdings. 

Yet there has been no analysis about this power- 
ful player and how his activities could impact the City; he 
has been accorded the kind of fawning reverence given to 
the crooks and misfits that ripped off hundreds of local 
merchants in the course of sending the Hotel 
Northampton into Federal Bankruptcy Court. (For an 
excellent summation of the Hotel Northampton/Heritage 
Bank story see Mike's Kirby’s book, The Rostoff Effect, 
available at most Valley bookstores.) Fundamental ques- 
tions are not asked; preposterous assertions are 
accepted as truth. At a time when Suher was evicting 
two longstanding businesses with local ties — Primary 
Color Lab and Bill Brough Jewelers — the Daily 
Hampshire Gazette, in an unusually obsequious profile, 
noted that Suher had “the look of having a perpetual tan,” 
that he “wears no jewelry,’ and that his brother consid- 
ered him a “visionary.” 

The Valley Advocate, in a recent cover story on the 
Calvin Theater, expounded on the benefits of the Calvin 
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to the City but offered as evidence only self-interested 
testimonials from Suher and two of his employees, cre- 
ative director Jordi Herald and executive director Steve 
Calcagnino. It is an oft-repeated mantra that what Suher 
is doing is “good for the city,’ but no evidence is present- 
ed and no dissenting voices are heard. Suher, a major 
source of advertising dollars, gets a free pass from the 
Advocate. 

Always the entrepreneur, Suher has done well 
for himself. He had a paper route at age five and was 
hawking t-shirts in his student days at Deerfield Academy. _ 
Before turning thirty he was named the U.S. Small 
Business Administration Massachusetts Young 
Entrepreneur of the Year. Suher deserves the accolade; 
E-S Sports, his wholesale silkscreening business in 
Holyoke, with at least 75 employees, appears to be wildly 
successful. He has succeeded in becoming a big regional 
entertainment mogul and has mastered the local develop- 
ment game. Suher gives good publicity but is coy and 
graceless in interviews, offering up only platitudes of the 
most predictable kind. (Unfortunately, he declined to be 
interviewed for this article.) 

When Suher wailtzed inco Northampton about 
six years ago from the primordial muck of Holyoke’s 
business establishment he began doing what any aggres- 
sive and profit-motivated developer with good connec- 
tions would do. With a seasoned team of top-flight 
lawyers to advise him, Suher acquired numerous down- 
town properties at fire-sale prices; leveraged those prop- 
erties to acquire others; employed harsh legal tactics to 
displace local merchants; jacked up rents; brought in chain 
stores; unleashed a barrage of cryptic and self-glorifying 
statements and hired top talent to run his growing 
empire. 


FIRST RUST SPOT 


After much success, though, Suher recently suf- 
fered a stinging defeat. His attempt to acquire the build- 
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ing at 207-209 Main Street, known as the Rust Block (which currently hous- 
es Starbucks and the Dancing Bear), was squashed by a judge in Federal 
Bankruptcy Court. Suher’s two-year legal blitzkrieg, led by Springfield attor- 
ney Steve Weiss, was crude and ill-conceived from the get-go. To have a shot 
at acquiring the building from its bankrupt owner, Baldev Singh of 
Northampton, Suher had to position himself as a creditor to Singh. He did 
so by purchasing a four year old debt of $1,600 owed by Singh to a disgrun- 
tled former tenant. On that shaky premise Suher staked a claim to the 
$700,000 property, creating a legal maelstrom in the process. 

To its embarrassment, Northampton went to bat for Suher in a big 
way and came up empty. Locally ic was reported that Trident Realty, Suher's 
corporation, was one of Singh’s biggest creditors; in fact, with the $1600 
debt, Suher was among the smallest creditors, an important factor in Suher’s defeat. 

The Rust Block debacle was the first setback in the Suher jugger- 
naut. But while there are other hints of chinks in Suher's armor — and 
though he may have needed to acquire Starbucks’ long-term lease at 207- 
209 Main to continue leveraging for growth — a review of Suher’s portfolio 
reveals a sound and well-financed local real estate empire. Suher’s team 
possesses top-flight skills at acquiring bankrupt properties, and those prop- 
erties appear to be managed, maintained, leased and leveraged with a com- 
mensurate degree of expertise. 

Whether any of this is good for Northampton is quite another 
matter. The City is bleeding, losing living wage jobs, watching its schools 
decline and suffering a decline in it’s workforce. City leaders are proving 
themselves wholly unable to attract core businesses for growth. The all- 
important Northampton State Hospital project has been badly bungled. Into 
this miasma steps Suher, and the City, clueless, clutches at his cuffs for salvation. 

It won't happen. In the recently released commemorative magazine 
marking the reopening of the Calvin Theater, Suher outlined two possible 
futures for Northampton. One envisioned a city without the Calvin, lron 
Horse or Pearl Street (all venues owned by Suher); of that scenario, he said; 
“You want to see music, you can't find it unless you can find an open mike 
somewhere.” 

The magazine paraphrased Suher's second scenario for the City; 
“Residents remain conscious of the fact that they live in something of an 
American cultural anomaly and commit themselves to taking in live enter- 
tainment often.” 

Hello? Earth to Suher; there are other factors besides live music 
that will impact Northampton’s future and that need to be addressed; the 
loss of living wage jobs; the troubled schools; the need to retain businesses 
and attract new industries; the stratification of the City’s constituencies; the 
State Hospital debacle-in-the making; the affordable housing crisis and a 
growing homeless population. 

Suher’s comments echo those he made in a 1996 Holyoke Sun 
forum, in which six of Holyoke’s business leaders got together to discuss 
Holyoke’s future. Praising and extolling the virtues of the City’s certifiably 
dysfunctional leadership, Suher amazingly failed to even mention the stark 
realities of the city where he was born and raised — where his family goes 
back for several generations — as if they did not exist at all; che debilitating 
poverty that makes Holyoke one of the most distressed cities in the state: 
the political corruption; the disenfranchised Hispanic population; the declin- 
ing tax base; the dependency of Federal and state handouts to support the 
schools and a host of other serious problems. 

By some yardsticks, such cynical omissions speak volumes about 
the non-speaker. But much can be surmised from Suher’s actions. Details 
notwithstanding, Suher’s vision of Northampton appears to be quite simple: 
Suher is looking out for Suher. That's great, but who is looking out for 
Northampton? 


OUCH 


Patrick Noonan was in the fight of his life. In February, 1994, the 
Condominium Association in the building that he owned at 19 Hawley 
Street was seeking a lien on the property in Northampton District Court 
Noonan’s business of sixteen years, Primary Color Lab, was also located in 
the building, which Noonan had purchased in 1989 with a $200,000 loan 


from Shawmut Bank. Noonan and his wife Marie had secured the loan with 
the mortgage on their house at 325 Riverside Drive in Northampton. With (UDIOSITY 
their house and business on the line, they had everything to lose. 

On May 26, 1995, Shawmut Bank, represented by Springfield attor- 
ney Steve Weiss, sold the note and the mortgage on the Noonan’s home to 
Trident Realty Corporation, one of Eric Suher’s property holding entities in 
Northampton. The price for the conveyances of the note and mortgage was 5 
$10 plus other unnamed considerations. 

Noonan thought that he, his wife and Shawmut were close to ARTISTS 
working out a repayment plan with the bank when Trident started foreclo- 
sure proceedings against the Hawley Street property and Noonan’s home. 
Desperate not to lose their home, the Noonans filed for bankruptcy in 
September, 1994. But even with bankruptcy relief the Noonans could not 


ANGRY JONNY 


afford to pay off their debt, which had ballooned to over $250,000 and THE DOAD AGENTS 
which was accruing interest at a rate of almost $60 per day. Desperate not 
to be put out on the street, they negotiated an agreement with Eric Suher. Ta CONANT 
Under the agreement, Suher would not foreclose on the Noonans’ DRUCE GUINDOH 
home if they sold him the four commercial condominiums at the 19R 
Hawley Street building (which were then assessed at $412,600), for RUT RICLARDON 
$125,000. Without any wiggle room, that’s exactly what they did. Suher V 
became the new owner of the building. Primary Color Lab, a going concern 7 NO mi8 THRU 3 JAN. 19 
which at one time had five employees, promptly went out of business. The 
Noonans kept their home. Steve Weiss then went to work for Eric Suher. AQT FASHION FURNISHINGS 
SORRY, BRO BASEMENT LEVEL 


In August, 1995, Suher bought 227 Main Street in Northampton SECONDS PLEASE 


from the Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation, which was acting as a liqui- 
dating agent for the failed Heritage Bank. Heritage had taken the property 84 ELM ST. WESTFIELD MA. 


from it’s previous owner, Baldev Singh, after Singh defaulted on his mortgage. 413-572-4379 

Suher paid $215,000 for the building, which housed Bill Brough 
Jewelry Designers. Brough had been in business on Main Street for seven- 
teen years, five of them at 227 Main Street. An affable man in his 40's, 
Brough employed his wife and daughter to help him run the business. 

At the time of the closing Suher was quoted in the Daily Hampshire 
Gazette as saying that he bought the property as an investment and not with 
the intention of ousting Bill Brough. 

Anxious to renew his lease, Brough called Suher and they agreed to 
meet to discuss terms of the new lease. Brough said that he made between 
four and six appointments with Suher and that Suher never showed up for 
any of them. 

“He stood me up for every appointment,” said Brough. “He would 
say that he would be down to talk to me but he would never show up. | 
don’t think he had any intention of working things out. He was just going 
through the motions.” 

On May 3, 1996, Brough received a lease proposal from Suher. 
Brough had been paying a total of around $1900 a month for the 1200 
square feet of leasable space, including real estate taxes and operating 
expenses. The only additional costs to Brough were his utility costs. The 
total yearly cost for Brough was around $22,800. 

Suher’s proposed lease would have raised the base rent to $24,000 
in year one, a figure that would climb to $28,077 in year five. Brough would 
have been required to pay real estate tax — about $250 per month — and 
35% of all operating expenses. In addition, Brough would be responsible for 
all of the improvements to the space, which was in need of extensive reno- 
vations and asbestos removal. The lease would have to be secured by the 
personal guarantee of Brough and his wife Karen, which would have put 
their house at risk. 

After getting the proposal Brough called Suher and asked if they 
could sit down and talk about it. They made an appointment; according to 
Brough, Suher never showed up. The next thing Brough knew the place was 
leased to Hannoush Jewelers, a 33-store, $30 million chain. 
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place is already leased to Hannoush,” said Brough. 
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Suher began renovating on the property, including cleaning out the 
basement. Brough said that fumes and dust were coming up into his work- 
space through a ventilator and that an Environmental Protection Agency offi- 
cial, who was on the site wearing a mask, told him the property was heavily 
contaminated with asbestos. 

Brough said he began having asthma attacks and other respiratory 
problems. He also received an eviction notice, still never having met with 
Suher to discuss the lease. Brough stopped paying rent and filed a lawsuit of 
his own. Claiming that he owed nothing to Suher because a portion of the 
space was unavailable to him, and that he was exposed to contaminants, 
Brough assembled doctors notes, environmental samples and tests of materials 
on the premises. 

Brough set up a meeting with Suher and his lawyer, Burton Resnic of 
Holyoke. On the day of the meeting Brough said that Resnic called him to ask 
if the meeting could be rescheduled because Suher was unavailable. Brough 
said no; he met with Resnic, showed him his evidence, and they reached a set- 
tlement. 

“Suher said he never intended to oust me but | think he had planned 
on having Hannoush in the space all the time,” said Brough. “Why else would- 
n't he meet with me to discuss the lease?” 


THE NEWS STANDS... FOR NOW 


On October 2nd of this year, Suher told the Daily Hampshire Gazette 
that Lizotte's, the Northampton newsstand located on the ground floor of 
Suher’s building at 78 Main Street, could stay put. Lizotte’s is a Northampton 
landmark, one of the few places left on Main Street where constituents from 
the other Northampton — the majority who will never go to the Calvin 
Theater, the Iron Horse or Pear! Street — feel comfortable. 

“Lizotte's will be there as long as he wants to stay,’ Suher was quoted 
as saying. ““We don’t want to see him out.” 

Upon hearing Suher’s comments, Lizotte’s owner, Vincent Diflumeri, 
said that he wanted to see Suher's assurances in writing in the form of a new 
lease. Lizotte’s has been without a lease for over two months and still has not 
heard from Suher. 

According to a long-time Lizotte’s employee, the day after Suher 
made his assurances contractors were inside the store with their measuring 
tapes. By the second week in November there was a sign in the window next 
to Lizotte’s, advertising 6,000 square feet of street-level retail space. 

“That sounds like us and Ritz Camera,” said the long-time Lizotte’s 
era referring to the business that Lizotte’s shares space with in Suher's 

uilding. 


THE KIND OF GUY THAT EATS HIS PIZZA 
CRUST FIRST 


Suher's track record in Northampton is about what you would 
expect from a landlord with “vision” and with $7 million in mortgage notes to 
carry. Suher has to play by the bank's rules and they do not allow for a great 
deal of flexibility. Banks generally want to see long-term leases from tenants 
who can afford the highest possible rents. Suher can roll those leases over 
into lucrative mortgage notes; he can then use the mortgage money to expand 
or renovate his properties. It may not be pretty but that’s how it’s done; no 
one should be surprised when Suher says he won't displace Bill Brough or 
Lizotte’s and then does just that. 

How did a t-shirt maker/rock promoter get into the business of 
building a real estate empire? And how is Suher able to successfully exploit 
the bankruptcy, foreclosure and leveraging processes upon which his empire is 
built? 

The great unseen presence in the Suher juggernaut is Holyoke lawyer 
Burton Resnic. Like Mr. Tulkinghorn, the great, brooding barrister of Charles 
Dicken’s Bleak House, Resnic is silent, mum, discreet; he has locked within his 
heart a mastery of legal processes so arcane and powerful that one might 
compare them with the black arts of magic and sleight-of-hand. [Those who 


doubt it should check the bankruptcy files of Acoustical Partitions, 
a former Holyoke business in which Resnic was a partner. That 
would be file number 89-40907-JFQ in Federal Bankruptcy Court 
in Worcester.] 

Resnic,a 1953 graduate of Harvard Law School, is a 
dapper man who drives a Jaguar and wears 
expensive suits. Together, Suher and 

Resnic bring a form of hard- 
ball to Northampton 
that is quite shocking 
for a city that prides 
itself on 
‘sm Civility. 
| The poet 


once 


ie aD described 
oh S)_ ‘law like 


f love,” but 

with Suher 

and Resnic, its 
more law 
like lust. 

It is doubtful that Suher could 
have built his Northampton empire without Burton Resnic. 
Resnic’s name appears on virtually every Registry of Deeds 
document related to Suher’s holdings in the city. The two 
men have known each other for 30 years. Resnic was 
Suher’s attorney when Suher bought his first real estate in 
1987, the National Felt Factory in Holyoke, where E-S Sports 
is located. Resnic is a corporate officer in five of Suher’s 
corporations -- ES Realty Corporation, ES Sports 
Corporation, Northampton Properties, Trident Partners and 
Trident Realty Corporation -- 
holding property in 
Northampton. People’s Savings 
Bank, a client of Resnic’s law firm, 
has funded most of Suher's 
Northampton purchases. Resnic 
has also represented a number of 
Suher’s family members in acquisi- 
tions and sales of properties. 

Without a doubt Resnic 
has the savvy and experience to 
implement Suher’s “vision” for 
Northampton. That is to say, as 
an attorney whose law firm rep- 
resents the Pyramid Corporation, 
owners and developers of the 
Holyoke Mall, as well as heavy hit- 
ters like Peoples Savings Bank and 
Northeast Utilities, Resnic under- 
stands how to tap the banks, con- 
solidate commmercial activity, 
overcome resistance from local 
government, reconfigure zoning 
laws, acquire property through 
bankruptcy court and negotiate 
leases with powerful national ten- 
ants. 
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on all new and existing billboards was scheduled to take 
effect. Resnic, representing five outside companies which 
together owned a total of 40 billboards worth $750,000, 
drafted an ordinance to rescind the ban. 

At a City Council meeting Resnic tried to claim 
the billboards were entitled to free speech protection. 
That argument was dismissed as a “red herring,’ but 
Resnic’s ordinance was approved, prompting one couselor 
to say that “the city has no guts.” 

In a move that foreshadowed Suher's current 
claims that his activities are good for Northampton, Resnic 
argued at the meeting that the billboards brought money 
into the local community. Members of the sign committee, 
though, pointed out that many of the billboards directed 
people to businesses outside of the city, not in it. 


“A MAN HAS TO KNOW HIS 
LIMITATIONS.” -DIRTY HARRY 


Is Suher really going to have a lasting impact on 
the City? Is he here to stay or is he just another in a long 
line of flash-in-the-pan operators, the kind that leaves 
everyone poorer and pissed off? 

Given the alternative of going back to Holyoke, 
Suher will be here for awhile. Since arriving in 
Northampton, with few exceptions, Suher has done every- 
thing right. The way that Suher and Resnic acquired and 
leveraged Suher’s little empire was masterful, but in leverag- 
ing there is always a thin line between an empire and a 
house of cards. Suher may be nearing his peak in 
Northampton, though; there are some signs that he may be 
butting up against limits. 

Every city has limits, the embedded characteristics 
of a place that no amount of soap and water can remove. 
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YEAH WE GOT THAT 


Northampton has plenty; infrastructural, demographic, economic, and an old 
Puritan mean streak that likes to knock people like Suher just for spite. 

There are also funding limits, no matter how well-connected you are. 
Costs spin out of control; lightning strikes; someone puts a curse on your head 
or opens up a better bistro down the street. There is burnout and there are 
quirks of character, the kind that lead one to depart from sound judgement. 

Suher’s Northampton empire consists of at least thirteen properties, 
most. of them located in or around downtown [see sidebar, page 3]. Six 
were bought through bankruptcy proceedings and at least three others were 
purchased from owners who were facing foreclosure. The total assessed value 
of the thirteen properties is around $8,700,000. 

Suher paid about $5 million for the thirteen properties. Over the 
course of six years he has built his portfolio in classic fashion, purchasing prop- 
erties on the cheap and funding his subsequent acquisitions through leveraging, 
or borrowing funds from a bank using the acquired properties as collateral. To 
date, Suher has taken out mortgages of over $6 million on his properties, not 
including 221 Main Street, 139 King Street and the Calvin Theater. If those 
properties are mortgaged, the total value of Suher’s mortgage notes could easily 
top $7 million on his $5 million acquisition price. 

That $2 million pile of bank largesse gives Suher a nice cushion to pay 
for expenses — legal, insurance, payroll, maintenance, mortgage debt — without 
having to tap E-S Sports or other funding sources. Taxes are not much ofa 
problem in Northampton; with a fixed tax rate of $14.58 per $1,000 of 
assessed value, Suher is paying less than half of what he would pay in Holyoke, 
which splits it’s tax rate for residential and commercial taxpayers. 

Suher’s first purchase in Northampton was in January, 1992, when he 
bought 21-23 Center Street. The building’s previous owners, having converted 
much of the building to condominiums, went into debt as most of the condo 
owners failed. They owed over $800,000 and filed for bankruptcy. Through 
bankruptcy proceedings, Suher was able to buy the building for $125,000. 

Suher immediately took out one mortgage on the building and then 
another, in January, 1998. The mortgages on 21-23 Center Street total 
$415,000 on an initial investment of $125,000. 

Suher stuck to the buy-cheap-and-leverage formula over the next six 
years as his portfolio grew. Things changed this year, though, with his purchase 
of 10 Pearl Street, home of the Pearl Street nightclub, and with the restoration 
of the Calvin Theater. The two transactions, coupled with the Iron Horse, make 
Suher the premiere music mogul in the City but they also marked a major 
departure from Suher’s customary way of doing business. For the first time 
Suher paid top dollar for a property, forking over $530,000 for Pearl Street. 
The previous owner had paid $125,000 for the building. 


PEARL NECKLACE 


Peoples Bank, far removed from the salad days of the 80's when any 
schemer with a plan could get funding, immediately took notice. Though some 
get woozy over Suher’s artsy ambitions, Suher is first and foremost a commer- 
cial landlord; the entertainment business is a completely different type of ven- 
ture. The stalwart bean counters at Peoples, who were being asked to fund 
Suher’s entertainment empire, much prefer commercial leases, with their steady 
and predictable income streams, to nightclubs. Leasing streams are balm to 
income-fixated loan officers and can appease picky Federal bank regulators. 
Nightclubs, on the other hand, are fickle. What if the City cracks down on the 
liquor license? What if a better club opens tomorrow? What if it snows, or the 
Throat Singers of Tuva get laryngitis? 

Those were the types of questions undoubtedly in the minds of the 
Peoples braintrust, and they made a sober decision. Before financing the pur- 
chase of Pearl Street Suher had to agree to some exacting terms. On May 6, 
1998, Suher signed an affidavit stating that Pearl Street Nightclub Inc be secured 
by Northampton Investments LLC, which in turn was secured by ES Realty 
Corp at 47 Jackson Street in Holyoke, where E-S Sports is located. The whole 
enchilada was then tied in to 34 Bridge Street, Suher’s most valuable property 
in Northampton, assessed at over $2.5 million. 

The bank insisted that Suher’s most valuable assets serve as collateral 
on Pear! Street. That may or may not have leveraged Suher’s position beyond 


where he wanted to go; whether he is tapped 
out in terms of bank borrowing is a question 
that can only be answered by a detailed analysis 
of Suher’s finances. It is uncertain whether 
those properties can be mortgaged yet again or 
whether Suher has less flexibility in terms of 
future borrowing. 


NO MORE WEDNESDAY 
DOLLAR NIGHTS 


With the Calvin, there was widespread 
speculation that Suher was seeking Borders 
Books & Music as a tenant for the site, which 
Suher, in a Valley Advocate interview, did not 
deny. From a leasing and leveraging perspective, 
Borders would have been a bonanza; a Calvin 
Theater with Borders as a tenant could easily 
be leveraged for close to seven figures; whether 
or not it has similar value as a music venue is 
an open question. 

The Calvin lay fallow for almost a year 
from the time Suher purchased it on December 
30, 1996. Perhaps he was waiting to hear from 
Borders; perhaps restoring the Calvin was a fall- 
back option (perhaps the restoration was out 


of genuine love). But something had to be done | 


with the Calvin if for no other reason than to 

give it value for leveraging. Suher cannot afford 
to sit still; a leveraged portfolio almost 
always needs to grow in some fashion. 


TOM AND JERRY 


It may have been the need for 
greater leveraging flexibility and the 
failure to land Borders as a tenant that 
led to Suher’s failed attempt to snag 
207-209 Main Street and the lucrative 
Starbucks long-term lease — ten years 


at around $3100 per month — that Theuuy \1 
was sitting there, tantalizingly, like a READERS FOL \ i cA 


plum waiting to be picked. 

The epic battle for 207-209 
Main Street between the bankruptcy 
court trustee and Eric Suher — a clas- 
sic pissing match in a city where classic 
pissing matches date back to the 18th 
century — began on September 13, 
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bankruptcy, seeking protection from 
creditors on the building he owned at 
207-209 Main, also known as the Rust 
Block. Singh owed over $500,000 in 
mortgage notes and a huge amount of 
real estate taxes to the City; estimates 
ranged from $120,000 to $199,000 


Once under bankruptcy court 
protection, the Rust Block was not for 
sale. The only way for a potential { 
buyer to have a shot at acquiring the 
property was to be one of Singh’s 
creditors. Any sale had to be approved , 
by the bankruptcy trustee. & : 
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Things went well at first for Singh in 
bankruptcy court. The mortgage notes were 
acquired by the Federal Deposit Insurance 
Corporation after the failure of Bank of New 
England, the original mortgage holder. On 
November 14, 1997, the FDIC assigned the 
mortgage to a Boston-based limited partner- 
ship with the mysterious moniker LR2A-]V; 
with the mortgage assignment, Singh owed 
$510,138.26 to LR2A-JV. David Nickless, a 
Ficchburg attorney, was appointed trustee of 
the bankrupt estate by Judge Queenan of the 
Federal Bankruptcy Court. 

Shortly after Nickless’ appointment 
the fur really began to fly. Nickless filed a 
lawsuit against the FDIC, alleging that the 
agency had mismanaged the building. The 
FDIC filed suit against North River Property 
Management, a Northampton firm that sub- 
contracted to manage the property. Nickless 
also filed suit against the City of 
Northampton on November 6, 1997, claiming 
that the city had overvalued the Rust Block 
for assessment purposes. The city claimed 
Singh owed $199,000 in back taxes on the 
building: Nickless claimed the amount should 
not exceed $120,000. 

Then Eric Suher swung into action. 
Suher had long coveted the building; as far 
back as October, 1996, he had been negotiat- 
ing with Singh's lawyers to buy it. Billing 
records of both men’s attorneys show frenet- 
ic efforts on Suher’s part to wrest the build- 
ing from Singh, who was determined to keep 
it. Ina Trustees memorandum filed with the 
Bankruptcy Court on August 6, 1998, 
Nickless states that Suher’s corporate entity, 
Trident Realty Corporation, tried to purchase 
the building first from Singh, then from David 
Noonan, the initial bankruptcy trustee, and 
finally from Nickless. According to Nickless 
Suher made an initial offer of $450,000, and 
ultimately raised the offer to $580,000. 
Richard Madowitz, a Trident officer, told the 
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bankruptcy court that Trident could secure $580,000 in 
funding to purchase the property within 30 days. 
Estimates of the market value of the building range from 
$700,000 to $839,000. 

When negotiations failed, Suher tried a different 
tack. On December |, 1997, Trident somehow acquired a 
monetary claim against Singh from then-Northampton 
resident lan T. Wall. Wall was described in court docu- 
ments as an unsecured claimant to whom Singh owed 
$1600. By purchasing Singh's piddling debt to Wall, in one 
fell swoop, Suher elevated his status from supplicant to 
unsecured creditor. Suher was a player; he was in. 

Meanwhile, Singh’s good luck continued. Nickless 
filed a reorganization plan that would have allowed Singh 
to keep his building; the.plan was approved by LR2A-JV as 
well as by Singh. Under the Trustee’s plan, the unsecured 
creditors would have been paid 100% of their debts. The 
plan was formally accepted by Judge Queenan on August 
I 1 of this year. 

Prior to that, though, Trident waged all-out war- 
fare to try and get the building. Singh was mercilessly 
trashed by Trident in numerous court filings; they scoffed 
at the notion that such a scofflaw as Singh should be 
allowed to keep his own property. It got ugly; telephone 
calls relating to Singh are blacked out in the bankruptcy 
files. To drive home its point, Trident filed its own reorga- 
nization plan that would have turned the building over to 
Suher. 

Recognizing Suher’s gambit for what it was — a 
crude attempt to gain control of the building — David 
Nickless refuted Trident’s bizarre strategies and Judge 
Queenan rejected Trident’s plan. 


In one of his objections, Nickless stated that 
Trident “has attempted to defeat any organization of the 
debtor other than Trident’s proposed reorganization 
requiring the transfer of the real estate to Trident, and 
now seeks reimbursement for its efforts to thwart the 
successful reorganization.” 

The latter reference is to over $47, 000 that 
Trident indicated it would seek from the bankrupt estate 
if its plan was not accepted by creditors and approved by 
the court. The sum includes $20,000 in legal fees and 
$27,000 in “breakup” fees; such fees are allowed in cases 
where the creditor pro- 
vides “significant ser- 
vices” for the benefit of 
the bankrupt estate. " 

Nickless argued = 
that Trident’s efforts hin- tz, 
dered rather than assisted 
the reorganization of 
the estate and that 
those efforts cost 
the estate money. 
Nickless said that 
Trident’s “blatant and 
unsubstantiated” argu- 
ments that it was enti- 
tled to fees if its plan 
was not accepted could 
have a chilling effect upon credi- 
tors who would consider voting 
against the plan. 

Trident Breued that it should 
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get the property because the Trustee made no attempts below the building’s assessed value. 


to market it; in fact Nickless received numerous offers to Nickless pointed out that Trident did not reveal 
purchase the property but they were not considered fora the extent of its holdings in Northampton, did not offer 2 
simple reason; Nickless’ reorganization plan would have basis for its claim that it should get the building for 

met the two highest priorities of the bankruptcy court, $550,000 and did not disclose where the funds would 


paying off come from. Nickless said that Trident’s reorganization 
ROCKY MOUNTAIN o HUFFY the unse- _— plan was “'so totally flawed that...it is inconceivable that 


cured the court would enter a confirmation order.” 

creditors Not only was Suher's plan rejected but his claim 

and leaving to $47,000 in legal and “breakup” fees was also refused. 

the build- All Suher got for his efforts was a $1,600 payment of the 

ing in lan T.Wall claim. 
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both more __ nosering throughout the proceedings. The City was the 
important — only party that actively supported Suher’s plan, objecting 
than selling to the trustee's plan even though it was accepted by the 
the build- other parties and would have paid the unsecured credi- 
ingto Eric tors 100% of what they were owed. Given the damage 
Suher fora done to scores of local businesses when the Hotel 
price far pea went bankrupt and the unsecured credi- 


tors were all stiffed, repayment should 
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have been a top priority for the City. 

Nickless noted that the objec- 

tion to his plan by Northampton was 

“encouraged and guided by Trident,’ 
and that it “mimics in many respects 
the objections of Trident.” 

Instead of compromising when 
Nickless filed suit over the disputed 
assessment — a common practice — 
the City, at taxpayers’ expense, made a 
Federal case over it. In court docu- 
ments, Northampton argued that the 
bankruptcy court had no jurisdiction 
over the matter and thus could not 
challenge the city’s assessment of the 
property. The City cited the 1996 
case of “Seminole Tribe of Florida vs. 
Florida” to claim sovereign immunity 
over it’s assessment procedures. 

Northampton as a sovereign 
nation is rich in comic potential but a 
dismal failure as legal persuasion. Ina 
piece about back taxes owed to the 
City by Singh and a relative, the 
Hampshire Gazette never mentioned 
that the City’s assessment of the Rust 
Block was the subject of a Federal law- 
suit. Instead, exactly two tiny para- 
graphs — the last two paragraphs of 
the story that should have been the 
lead — were devoted to Eric Suher’s 
role in the whole mess. To quote: 

“Trident Realty has presented 
the bankruptcy court with a plan that 
included Trident taking over 207-209 
Main Street, said Bowen (a lawyer for 
the City). The bankruptcy court judge 
rejected that plan, which the city sup- 


iT Th ¢ 


(DUI 


171 KING ST., ROUTE 5, NORTHAMPTON 
1-413-586-8626 * 1-800- 369- 7889 


Sales Hours: Monda TS. 30 - 9:0 
; Friday 8:30 - 6:00, Saturday 8: “40 - 5:00 

Service Hours: Monday - W : 

Thursday 7:30 - 7:30, Frida 17:30 = 5:30, Sat 8-12 


ported.” 

That's it; no mention of Suher’s reorganization 
plan and how the City went to bat for him. No mention 
of Trident’s battle to wrest control of the building from 
Singh. No analysis of why Suher may have wanted the 
building, and no mention of the Seminole Indian Nation. 

In a phone interview, Nickless said that he and 
the City have reached a compromise about the taxes 
Northampton claims it is owed. The City will receive 
$150,000, said Nickless, about halfway between the 
$199,000 that the City claimed it was owed and the 
$120,000 figure cited by Nickless. 

A few questions remain. Why did the City go 
to bat for Suher and support his long-shot reorganiza- 
tion plan? Why waste time with Suher when there are 
other pressing priorities? 


SO: SPAWN OR SAVIOR? 


When Jonathan Edwards arrived in 
Northampton to assume his duties as minister in 1727, 
he found an isolated and fearful community of 1300 resi- 
dents clustered together in homesteads that radiated 
outward from Round Hill. They were at 
the mercy of harsh weather, starvation, 
epidemics and attacks by indigenous peo- 
ples. Edwards, with his calm but mesmer- 
izing sermons on the glories of Heaven 
and sufferings of Hell, found a ready audi- 
ence. Northampton needed a leader, and 
was ready to follow anyone. 

Northampton is still running 
scared and is still in need of leadership. 
Without strong, dynamic leaders and 
focused regional economic initiatives — 
not the ridiculous lip-service that we hear 
today — Northampton will soon be a 
third-tier tourist town, an Easthampton 
with live music and better restaurants. 
Anyone who can leave will; it is already 
happening. 

Northampton is not growing; its 
workforce is shrinking, wages are decreas- 
ing and new businesses are not coming. 
The City's third largest employer, the 
Veterans Hospital in Leeds, could close in 
a few years. The infrastructure is wholly 
inadequate for growth; other than the for- 
mer State Hospital there are almost no 
new development sites. The Coolidge 
Bridge repairs are going to create 
a two-year nightmare of epic proportions 
for which the region is wholly unprepared. 
The retail sector is in trouble; Wal-Mart 
and a 18-screen cineplex are coming to 
Hadley and The Holyoke Mall will nearly 
double in size. 

Eric Suher is fine as far as he 
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Northampton. They could even be factors in attracting 
the types of job-generating entrepreneurs that the City 
desperately needs. Most likely, though, those types will 
consider schools, workforce, infrastructure and the gen- 
eral business climate first. 

For Suher, the hard part is just beginning. 
Acquisition of distressed properties is his main strength. 
Now that the empire is built it has to work. It’s like pol- 
itics; campaigning is easier than governing. Suher is like 
any other downtown merchant who has to live within 
Northampton’s limits as a community. Good luck, 
Suher; long five music. 

The hoopla over the Calvin was rather sad 
(although well-financed and with a well-orchestrated 
local media blitz), with it’s outpouring of nostalgia for 
the theater's Golden Age in the 30's and 40's. 
Northampton is comfortable looking back and resting 
on it’s tiny laurels, but no one is willing to consider the 
present, much less look to the future. Northampton 
wants to feel good about itself and cling to the fiction 
that it's status as an arts center will get it through the 
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goes but why burden the ambitious lad 
with expectations he cannot meet? Suher 
is a landlord and has some wonderful 
roadside attractions for music lovers and 
tourists. In their own small way they 
enhance the quality of life in 
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This month’s Get an ErFinG Lire Awarp 
goes to the mental giants up in Deerfield and 
Sunderland who filed suit against the Frontier Regional 
School District, for having the effrontery to change the 
name of their football team's mascot. It seems that the 
time-honored nickname of “Redskin” does not coat, 
soothe and relieve the discomfort of the current school 
board and administration. So the board chose to 
switch brands about a year ago. 

Well, the whining hasn't stopped since. It 
seems this little bit of progress put itching powder into 
the Dickies of some of the folks in the member towns, 
and they were insulted by the board's daring to change 
the time-honored tradition of lampooning an indigenous 
people whom their ancestors annihilated. Opponents 
tried to get the vote overturned at a series of Town 
Meetings, but no dice. So they decided to try and take 
the matter to court. Recently they dropped the suit 
after the school board —apparently getting an eyeful of 
all the gun racks in those pickup trucks— agreed not to 
actually rename the team until next year. 

Don't get me wrong. I’m not Mr. Political 
Correctness here. | believe that the Indians have got 
bigger and better battles to fight than what to name a 
football team. They've got a lot on their plate, like the 
fact that some scumbag developers have convinced 
many of them that casino gambling is the Holy Grail for 
their people. 

But some things get me mad enough to actual- 
ly resemble a liberal at times. | don't know why this has 
always been the case, but whenever you mix teens, 
adults and high school football, you always get enough 
stupidity to fill three monster truck shows. Excuse me 
folks, IT’S A GOD-DAMN FOOTBALL TEAM! Why not 
spend the money you've wasted on attorneys’ fees for 
something that might actually benefit the school, like a 
video library of Jerry Springer’s Tee Het fer TY series? 

The defenders of the name Redskins have been 
trying to pile on a lot of horse apples about how it’s not 
an insulting term because it “honors” the Native 
American. 

Let’s cut the guano, shall we? We don't name 
football teams to get across the idea that our players 
embody faith, devotion, and honor. We want to have a 
football team’s name that sends across the impression 
that these kids are going to come into their rival's town, 


rip their heads off, and spit down their necks. Years 
ago, the image of the Indian apparently came to mind 
as something with enough local color not to be generic, 
and yet with enough savagery to connote the kind of 
brutality that’s respected in young football players. 

That's why the suggested alternatives such as 
Red Hawks, Trailblazers, Red Wings, and the Chiefs 
haven't cut it with the middle-aged Frontier alumni with 
visions of their glory days still glistening in their skulls. 
These names all sound like something out of a 70's 
Social Studies class. You might as well call them the 
Frontier Hunters and Gatherers. 

My first choice for a new name for the team 
has been the Frontier Polacks, which “honors” people of 
my ancestry, a simple and noble people, close to the 
earth. But somehow | don't think this will pass muster 
up in the district. Or as they might say, pass mustard. 


But not to worry: Punco has a solution. Never let it 
be said that Yaz didn’t make your life easier! 

Looking at the Sports pages these days, we 
see a growing preponderance of new team names. 
Instead of referring to groups of people, such as the 
Springfield Bully Cops or the Hartford Insurance 
Salesmen, these teams have simple collective nouns 
for names. 

The Heat. The Blizzard. The Jazz. And so on. 

| got thinking about this, and a solution as clear 
as day came to me. A solution that would make the 
football fans happy, and yet acknowledge local history 
in an accurate manner. 

The Frontier Massacre. 

For those of you who haven't been to Historic 
Deerfield to learn about it (and you should) this name 
refers to the raid launched on Deerfield on Feb. 29, 
1704. A force of French and Indians killed 49 settlers 
and captured another 111. The prisoners were 
marched 300 miles to Canada, where they were held 
for ransom. Several prisoners died along the way, but 
about a third of the captives eventually chose to stay 
with the Indians. 

This name is sufficiently bloodthirsty for the 
football fans, and yet it makes pointed reference to the 
local white folks getting a royal ass-whipping. Seems 
everybody should be happy with this one. 

No need to thank me. 


oe ANG 
always let 
your | 
conscience 
be your 
guide” 


by youngblood 


INO SPIN presents... 


A SPECTACLE OF EXCESS 
AND INTROSPECTION 
IFEATURING A POTPOURRI 
OF VISUAL EFFECTS 
AND COMEDY. 
(FEATURING 8MM HOME MOVIES, 
16MM PSYCHOLOGY FILMS, FLEA 
MARKET SLIDES, WEIRD LIGHTING, 
UNUSUAL DANCERS, AND 
OFF-BEAT HUMOR.) 
SUNDAY DECEMBER 13 
9:30PM at the beautiful 
WWII CLUB back room 
50 CONZ ST N’HAMPTON 


21 AND OVER ONLY! 
TICKETS AT THE DOOR. 
‘CALL NO SPIN AT 586-7348 
FOR MORE INFORMATION. 


a story 


Although most people can hear 
their conscience, | don’t believe that any- 
one has ever seen their conscience. But 
here they are, my “angel” and my “devil,” 
two feet in front of my face. They've left 
their respective posts on my right and 
left shoulders, and they're talking. They 
aren't at all how I'd always pictured 
them—a white-winged saint and red- 
horned demon-—either. 

My angel is a girl, in jeans and a 
white T-shirt. She's barefoot, and she 
occasionally rocks back and forth on her 
heels in the air. Her face is fresh looking 
and friendly. She has mahogany colored 
hair, pulled up into a ponytail which just 
brushes the bottom of her neck. Her 
hands are deep in her pockets. My devil, 
on the other hand, is dressed in a slick- 
looking gray suit, with a red dress shirt 
underneath, gray tie. There is a seductive 
quality about him. He's got a shaved 
head, and a pair of sunglasses rest above 
his dark brow. He's wearing sandals. 
There’s no horns on his head, or signs of 
a pitchfork anywhere. He looks like he 
belongs in front of an agent's desk in 
Hollywood, while she would fit perfectly 
in a college dorm somewhere. They 
make an interesting pair. 

1 can see their 
mouths moving, but | 
can’t make out what 
they're saying. | can 
tell they aren’t argu- 
ing, but they seem 
to be in deep dis- 
cussion. A couple 
times she throws 
her hands in the 
air. He blinks a lot 
and rubs his tem- 
ples; grabs his tie. 
They talk and talk, and 
sometimes he reaches 
over and touches her arm. 
The first few times she 
pulls away, but after a 
while she just lets him. 
He keeps moving clos- 
er and closer to her. 
She lets her ponytail down 
and shakes out her hair. | 
actually see them laugh at one 
point. | think they're coming to a 
decision. 

A bit more time passes, and 
the most unexpected thing happens. He 
moves over to her, grabs her around the 
waist, and pulls her in. He kisses her, 
hungrily and with determination, on the 
mouth. I'm assuming she’s going to break 
away from his grasp, to scream, to slap 
him-—to do something. But all she does 
is move her hands up to his neck. She's 
actually kissing him back! I’m baffled. 


Aren't these two supposed to be ene- 
mies? 

While | ponder this, he wraps 
his arm around her waist, and knocks his 
sunglasses over his eyes. He looks over 
his shoulder, back at me, and grins. This 
sly smile curls his face into an expression 
of victory, and the couple saunters away 
into the air. | suddenly know what I've 
got to do. 

I step out of the car, straighten 
my jacket, and check my hip for the 
revolver. 

| walk in. 

| wait in line between the fat, 
faux-velvet ropes. Two people in front of 
me; three behind. Some shithead kid 
keeps clamping and unclamping the rope 
from the pole while his mother keeps 
threatening him. 

I've got the worst urge to slap 
the rope out of the brat’s grimy hands 
and wrap it around his throat. But | 
don't. | just stand in line, chewing my 
bottom lip and shifting my weight from 
one foot to the other and back again. 

“Can | help you?” 

The teller is looking at me, 
waiting for me to approach. | walk over, 
and take in the perfumed-soaked bundle 
that is she. Her face has got a cakey 

look to it—a combination of too 
much make-up and sun damage 
maybe. Her teeth are gray. 
“What can | do for you?” 
Her insistence is getting on my 
nerves. | continue to look at 
her .wordlessly. 


“Can | help you?” 

I smile, much like a smile | saw 
only moments ago on the face of a hand- 
some slickster who used to reside on my 
lefe shoulder. 

“Yeah. Actually you can help 
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| reach for my hip. 


————— 
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~ Why I hate 
the holidays 


DY Taetny Twotone © 


Murphy had been 
riding me. 

Constantly rid- 
ing me, reminding me that 
my deadline had long since 
come and gone. 

Usually, Murphy took 
things as they came, chalking 
up my tardiness to the fact that 
I was just a flighty blonde. 
However, I had noticed that 
when he was under pressure, he 
could be a nasty son of a bitch. 

He must have been get- 
ting heat from somewhere 
because, in this case, he told me 
to either get him the article or I 
wouldn’t be doing any more 
work for him. Ever. 

Normally, that wouldn't 
bother me but it was getting 
close to Xmas and I needed the 
scratch. 

That, and the fact that 
he also had said that he’d make 
damn sure that my prospects of 
finding work with other editors 
would likewise dry up. 

No idle threat, that. 
little bastard had pull. 

So. 

That’s how I found 
myself sitting at the 
bar in Royko’s, 
drinking a 
martini and 


The 


a ss a 
waiting for the N te 
Easter Bunny. ‘* ” 

What else 
is o gender-babe 
gonna do? iN 


It was a wey 


good 


twenty minutes 

before my source, 
Chuck, aka the UY 

Easter Bunny, showéd up. 
ough time for me to get a hug 
and a kiss from Big Larry, a 
regular at Royko’s, and an old 
friend. 


Cindy was behind the 
bar, as usual. Smiling, she com- 
plimented me on my dress and 
had my drink in front of me 
before I sat down. 

Royko’s is an old Irish 
pub whose original customers 
had long ago deserted the city, 
leaving it to us more colorful 
denizens. A fact that causes the 
faint at heart to steer wide and 
clear, unable to know what to 
make of the clientele. 

The bar itself was a long 
oval that divided the room in 
two, with a stage and tables on 
one side, pinball, video games 
and a jukebox on the other. 

I sat at the front corner, 
facing the stage, my back to the 
door. From where I sat I could 
see the whole room. Checking 
my make-up in the bar mirror, I 
waited. 

Unknown to me was the 
fact that Chuck the Easter 
Bunny had arrived over an hour 
before. He had come in through 
Royko’s back entrance and had 
been hanging out in one of the 
back rooms smoking what he 
liked to call “herbal jazz ciga- 
rettes” with Frankie Bones, local 
strong arm. 

It wasn’t until I looked 


up from my Martini that I 
noticed him. Kind of hard to 
miss, though: Chuck E. Bunny, 
former and very first Easter 
Bunny; pink fur, a beer in one 
hand, butt in the other, head 
cocked to one side, an eyebrow 
arched, smiling. And heading in 
my direction. 

“Tammy, babe, how ya 
been?” 

As he kissed me [ could 
smell the alcohol on his breath. 
Judging by his glassy eyes he 
had begun his drinking early 
today. 


“Screw Santa!” 

Chuck had ‘taken the 
pipe’ during the Corporate 
Holiday Wars. Starting from a 
position of parity with all the 
other holidays, he had watched 
helplessly as his holiday slowly 
eroded, and as others — espe- 
cially Christmas — grew in 
prominance. Currently barely 
fifth in the Holiday Hierachy, 
and feeling betrayed by his 
friends, Chuck was more than a 
little sullen and bitter. 

“Fuck him, his reindeer, 
and all those nasty little Hifs 
that work for him!” 

He had never been a 
saint but after his ouster he’d 
taken to drinking and staying 
out late. He had even joined a 
hardcore band. 

Sandwiched between the 
“sons a bitches” and “mother- 
fuckers,” taking time for an 
occasional drag on a cigarette, 
Chuck related a tale I knew only 
too well. 

“We had a good thing 
when it started. A holiday was 
something very real. Very ide- 
alistic. We shared a dream, all 
us holidays... and it was a total 
group effort. 

“You remember. It was 
raw, new... honest,” he said, 
lighting another cigarette. 

I did remember, but just 
barely. 

It was before my gender 
switch. Back when things 
seemed more innocent. Before 
the Corporate Wars. 

Video monitors ring 


the top of the bar at Royko’s, 
facing in every direction. From 
anywhere in the room you can 
view a monitor -- should you 
want to. 

At the moment that 
Chuck E. Bunny, original Easter 
Bunny, was relating how “that 
shit, Kringle” — with a little 
luck and a whole lot of back- 
stabbing, had succeeded in 
amassing enough wealth, influ- 
ence and political clout to force 
a leveraged buyout on all other 
holidays — I was watching Clair 
Danes on video, prancing 
around to “Dance MF Dance” by 
the Violent Femmes. The scene 
was pure Royko’s. 

And it seemed the per- 
fect backdrop for a gender-babe 
who was on assignment probing 
the history of holidays in the 
company of a chain-smoking 
rabbit who was relating, in fine- 
ly nuanced detail, how “that 
shit, Kringle,” with his new- 
found power and wealth, his use 
of PR men, spin doctors, nazi 
propoganda merchants and pro- 
fessional bullshit artists, had so 
brainwashed the masses that 
not only had they forgotten the 
meaning of the holidays — 
accepting a saccharin and can- 
cerous substitute that ate away 
at their collective souls as quick- 
ly as it devoured the contents of 
their wallets — but had succeed- 
ed so completely in changing the 
facts, in changing history, that 
the state of things was never 
even questioned. It was now 
virtually impossible to dig up 
any records, so thoroughly had 
they been cleansed from popular 
culture. 

And, should anyone get 
too close to the truth... 

I never finished the 
thought. Chuck had abruptly 
stopped talking and stared past 
me to the door. 

Glancing over my left 
shoulder I saw them standing 
there just as their stench hit 
me. 

Elfs. 

Nasty little buggers. 
Mean. And they stink to high 


heaven. 

They stood there, 
framed in the doorway, two of 
them. They wore weird little 
hats. 


me from relating what hap- 
pened next. Let's just say that I 
left a large white envelope at 
the VMag office the next day. 

In it was the answer to 
why I hate the holidays. 

It also contained the bill 
for a Versace original. 


Now, Elfs don’t normally 
fraternize with humans. They 
exist only to drink, crack heads 


and do Kringle’s bidding, no And two 

matter what it may be. weird little Prony 
Sex isn’t even a consid- hats. oi - ee 

eration, thank God. Elfs don't hee my 

do humans. Elfs do Elfs. A lot. Nan et — 


When not drinking and inflicting 
pain, they rutt like pigs. 
Nasty little buggers. 


Turning towards the 
bar, taking a drag on his ciga- 
rette and downing the rest of 
his beer, Chuck said, “Ah, man, 
would you look at this...” 

Royko’s is not a violent 
place, most nights. But it 
looked like things were going to 
get real ugly, real fast. I 
scanned the room for Big Larry 
and Frankie Bones but didn’t 
see them 
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On the morning of Friday, 
March 5, 1869, Ben Kimball and some men 
from Peacham, Vermont woke to the after- 
math of one of the worst snow storms in the 
state's history. They dug their way through 
shoulder-high drifts, rounded up their oxen, 
i and began the near-impossible task of 


“breaking” out the snow-covered roads. 

But Ben's sled turned cP some 
brightly colored material amid the slightly 
packed snow. It looked like cloth. Upon 
examination, he discovered it was clothing. 
It covered the corpse of an old woman, 
frozen on the roaa. 

_ Soon the crew made more gruesome 
discoveries. The corpse of a local woman, 35 
year old Mary Davis, sat near a stone wall 
where she'd apparently frozen to death. 
Then they found her son's body. Eight-year- 
old Willie was upright, poised as if he'd been 
fighting his way through the storm from 
Farrows' farmhouse back to his mother's side. 

Authorities at the grim scene slowly 
pieced together a tragedy that says more 
about the cold heart of man, than it does 
about the cruel Vermont winter. 

The old woman was Mrs. Esther 
Emmons, an impoverished widow of 74. She 
had been in Hardwick, taking care of her 
recently disabled son. With no income, he'd 
applied to the town for assistance. The over- 
seer of the poor - properly frugal with the 
community's tax funds - told Mrs. Emmons 
that his upkeep was not the town's responsi- 
bility; she would have to leave. 

Her daughter Mary, and eight-year 
old Willie, came Troi Peacham to fetch her. 
There was no public transportation available 
and even if there had been, the family had 
no money for the fare. All three would have 
to walk the 20 miles back home. 

So on a cold, clear Thursday morning 
they set out. Although Mrs. Emmons was 
eay for her years, she still slowed them 

own. 
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By the time they reached Peacham 
Woods, a barrier of thick storm clouds had 
buried the sun. Light flakes drifted around 
them. 

Rather than cross the little-traveled 
road through the heart of Peacham Woods 
during a storm, they decided to seek shelter 
at one of the few homes along the way. First 
they mapped at the Bean place. But Mr. 
Bean, with all the human warmth of Pontius 
Pilot at the wash basin, turned them away. 

Trudging onward, the trio entered 


the woods. It was darker there; snow was falling heavily 
now. Overhanging branches offered little protection. 
Flakes piled on their shoulders and hair. Wet clumps clung 
to their feet. A stinging wind drove icy crystals against 
their barely protected faces. They would cling together for 
warmth, then move on a few more yards. 

Between fierce blasts of wind they heard the 
unmistakeable tinkling of sleighbells. A heavily bundled 
neighbor recognized them and stopped. It was a one-horse 
sleigh, not big enough for everyone. And the little horse 
was too exhausted to pull much additional weight. The 
apologetic driver said he could only take the old woman. 
But Mrs. Emmons elected to stay with her family. All were 
confident of a night's lodging at the next house - the 
Stewart place. 

As the fury of wind and snow increased, the old 
woman could barely move her numb and debilitated legs. 
The younger people had to pull her along as the Stewart 
farmhouse came into sight. 

Hope gave way to an appalling surprise. Without 
explanation, and in words more chilling than the raging 
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Thursday-Saturday 
storm, Mr. Stewart curtly dismissed them, saying, “I'm tak- ! 6am-9pm daily 


ing no one in." 

The unbelieving family turned away, facing the 
storm at its worst. Their only hope was the next farm- 
house, owned by the Farrow family. Known to all as kindly 
folks, the Farrows lived less than a mile down the road. 

Less than a mile... but could they make it? 

As we have already seen, they could not. The next 
day, tracks still visible in the snow told part of the story: 
Mrs. Emmons had fallen repeatedly; Willie and Mary had 

icked her up and helped her along. When she could no 
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blinding snow by a lighted window. 
But the boy had become confused; 
he'd turned around within 30 feet 
of safety. Perhaps that was when 
the Farrows turned out their light to 
go to bed. 

Later, during questioning, 
Mr. Farrow said that yes, he haa 
heard faint calls amid the howling 
storm. But - with an incredibly 
gothic disclosure - he attributed the 
cries to his demented daughter who 
was locked away in a room upstairs. 

As the local minister put it, 
“None who lay this side of the fatal 
spot is guilty.” In the minds of 
most, it was cold-hearted Mr. 
Stewart who was to blame. 
Reportedly, he suffered horrendous 
guilt for the remainder of his life. 
Even on his deathbed he relived the 
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horrifying events of 1869. Just 
before he died - so the story goes - 
his body shivered as if from a terri- 
ble cold. He cried out that he was 
freezing. And, though it was mid- 
July when he died, Mr. Stewart's 
corpse was as cold as ice. 
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Often bands come along 
that defy description and, in my 
mind, this is usually a good thing. 
King Radio (not to be confused 
with the Radio Kings) is one 
such band. After several listen- 
ings, 've decided not to bother 
with a description. 

Though snippets here 
and there remind me of various 
artists, the rich variety of sounds 
on this disc all come together to 
give King Radio their own unique 
sound. From the mightily grungy 
“Flagrante Delicto” (my great 
uncle died in this manner, hon- 
est) to the wonderfully dissonant 
‘Salvation Army gone awry-style’ 
horns of “Karen,” these folks can 
rock with the best of them. On 
the other hand, they know their 
way around a soft ballad like 


KING AADIO 
mA. 41S DEAD, 


“King Of The 
Food Court.’ 
} “Cadillacs In 
Heaven” has 
] a‘yall'terna- 
_ 9 tive’ twang 
S| and “Mark 
Richard’s 
Sister” is just 
what we 
need; a new 
~} country 

»] rockish polka 
7] (maybe the 

| first in the 

1) Valley since 

] Clean Living’s 
hit version of 
“In Heaven 
There Is No 
Beer”). The anthemic “Every Dog 
Has Its Day” is an extremely 
catchy bit of pop, and “Tract 
House Queen” is reminiscent of 
Lowell George's “Willin’” and 
also quite catchy. The sound is 
unconstrained and the playing 
proficient. 

Led by ex-Scud Mountain 
Boys’ bassist Frank Padellaro on 
lead vocals and guitar, they deliver 
a humorous set of well crafted 
material. The band members all 
sing (save drummer Michelle 
Aguilar) and, though somewhat 
similar, each has his own recog- 
nizable voice. 

The lyrics are quite 
entertaining throughout, and sung 
with verve. Song arrangements 
are well thought out and tight 
but bouncy, making this an alto- 
gether engaging release. Extra 
credit for the disc’s classy label 
design too. 

(Tar Hut Records, POB 
441940, Somerville, MA 02144) 

- Meathook Williams 


ANGELETTI 
NEXT YEAR'S 


MODEL OF THE 


BLUES 
Angeletti 


Local blues siren Susan 
Angeletti has delivered one of the 
Valley's sharpest blues releases in 
recent memory with her debut CD 
Next Year’s Model of the Blues. 
Susan (some may remember her as 
Susan Gulielmetti from previous cas- 
sette-only releases) has teamed up 
with local legend John Sheldon to 
produce these twelve slabs of hybrid 
blues/rock. Comparisons to a young 
Janis Joplin come to mind (her ver- 
sion of Janis’s “Half Moon” closes the 
disc) but the material is not all tradi- 
tional blues. “Reuben's Train” is rem- 
iniscent of mid-80’s Dire Straits, 
stately and restrained. The funk 
grooves under the rearranged ver- 
sion of Van Morrison’s “Domino” 
provide the setting for some Aretha 
Franklin-style soul vamping from 
Susan that actually has got real soul 
— not an easy feat fer a white grrrl. 

Eight of the eleven tunes 
were penned by Sheldon, whose 
knack for Blues Travelerish mid- 
tempo tunes shines here. 
Recommended for those blues-rock 
fans who aren't scared by a little 
authenticity from time to time. 

(Angeletti @ 413.665.3494) 

- Carwreck deBangs 
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How could | be so blessed 
as to be able to review a NEW Jimi 
Hendrix album more than twenty- 
eight years after his death and twen- 
ty-nine years after the last time | was 
fortunate enough to hear him play? 
All thanks should be given to the 
BBC. Having recently unsealed their 
vaults with the release of tremen- 
dous, historical recordings of the 
Beatles and Led Zepplin (also espe- 
cially fantastic), it was only a matter 
of time before they got around to 
the greatest of them all. With very 
few studio overdubs (just a couple of 
vocal harmonies on one or two 
numbers), this mostly live collection 
showcases this ultimate power trio, 
fronted by the paramount guitarist in 
world history. 

The boys are all in top form 
here... sheer genius from start to fin- 
ish. And in spite of its being basically 
live, the sound quality is primo. And 
in light of the equipment and record- 
ing techniques of the time, it sounds 
extraordinary. There are snippits of 
interviews and off-the-wall station 
IDs, but for the most part, it's two 
CDs of immaculate playing culled 
from live performances on BBC Radio 
(Radio One), and also from TV shows 
like Top Gear and A Happening For 
Lulu, where Jimi misbehaves delight- 


fully, playing something rather unlike 
that which was previously decided 
upon. (The BBC is a monolith of 
government monopoly, having 
controlled both radio and TV in 
Britain forever, making all of this 
possible.) 

The brilliance of this guy is 
still way out ahead of anyone playing 
today, even those who've been 
around since these recordings were 
made. Bassist Noel Redding and 
drummer Mitch Mitchell meshed so 
well with Hendrix, anticipating his 
every nuance as well as providing 
their own particular genius at the 
same time. They're all here, from 
“Purple Haze” to “Foxy Lady,’ both 
still ‘comin’ ta getcha.” Hardcore 
Hendrix fans will find many of these 
live tracks even more compelling 
than those versions hitherto put to 
wax. Few acts in history (his “emi- 
nance grise” Frank Zappa, is one) can 
make that claim. This band was just 
phenomenal. And Jimi was also one 
of the premier songwriters of his (or 
any other) era. There isn’t a song 
here that doesn’t stand tall in the 
saddle after well over thirty years 
since they were recorded. And he 
had a wonderful voice too. 

There are also a couple of 
surprises here. Godfather of British 
rock Alexis Koerner weighs in with 
some fine slide work on Willie 
Dixon's “(I’m Your) Hoochie Coochie 


Man.” And Stevie Wonder sits in on 
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drums for his “Il Was Made To Love 
Her” (and one other), surely one of 
the choicest rarities we've been 
treated to in a while. Sounding more 
like “Tighten Up,” it’s a bit sloppy but 
fun nonetheless. There’s canine may- 
hem with the band barking and 
howling to “Hound Dog.” And 
Redding trots out his best Lennon 
impersonation for “Day Tripper’’ But 
it's the guitar playing that amazes 
most, still truly astounding after all 
this time. One of the times | saw 
him play, he was rather a bit too 
baked ...but that’s definately NOT the 
case here. He's absolutely on his 
game. 

This is a specially priced 
double disc set with outstanding rare 
photos and comprehensive liner 
notes, all sanctioned by the Hendrix 
estate. The booklet is about four 
times the usual thickness. Original 
producer Eddie Kramer is back, as 
he has been for all the recent re- 
issues. If you're already a fan, this 
release will have you doing somer- 
saults of joy. If you're not, | guaran- 
tee you will be... immediately! This is 
what all the hubbub has been about 
for all these years. In addition to 
being a huge talent and a classy guy, 
he was also very funny. Witness his 
station ID: “Radio One, you stole my 
gal, but | love you just the same.” 
Raving, beautiful, and absolutely 
essential! 

- Meathook Williams 
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METAMORPHOSIS 
Compass Records 


Once again I’m blown out 
of my seat by an Afropop release, 
and it’s another debut album to 
boot. Metamorphosis, by new- 
comer (at least in these parts; he’s been 
performing in Africa for twenty years) 
Samba Ngo, is a totally captivating disc. 

Encompassing both the fla- 
vorful dance oriented Congolese and 
various less heard forms, this one 
certainly contains no filler. | just 
can’t seem to put this one down. 
His tremendous voice, crackerjack 
band, and the sweetest background 
vocals this side of heaven combine to 
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great effect making Ngo a welcome 
phenomenon in a very crowded 
field. The sound is so expansive as 
to almost make you think you're 
wearing headphones. (All the songs 
are sung in either French or Lingala, 
but the booklet translates each of 
them into English.) In addition to his 
incredible voice, Samba is a top 
notch guitarist in the vein of, say, 
Diblo Dibala or “Diamond Fingers” 
Diabate. He also shines on kalimba 
(thumb piano). Raw emotion exudes 
from each track here and many are 
political in nature. (In case you've 
been dozing, the Congo is once again 
going through the hell of civil war.) 
Still, the disc can only be described 
as upbeat. 

Keyboardist Steve Carter 
also produces with flair and unend- 
ingly tasteful craftsmanship. 

Because of the recording facilities all 
being in California, and the player’s 
names, I’m assuming that at least half 
of the band are Americans, but you 
wouldn't know it. Wondrous horn 
solos bubble over intricate changes 
holding this listener spellbound. 
Bassist Jamie Brewer is also 
captivating, not just holding the tunes 
together, but propelling them as well, 
and the percussionists are all stellar 
indeed. Most of the cuts are highly 
danceable supercharged funk, but 
there are a couple of slower num- 
bers that are just mesmerizing. 
Acrobatic vocal harmonies abound 
and are markedly different from the 
competition's, often giving a gospelish 
ambiance. Every fill enthralls. Ngo’s 
guitar work on one of these -- “Mo 
Mambu” -- is sublime. Everything 
about this disc is absolutely out- 
standing. 

Ngo is assured of his place 
in the Afropop pantheon, and I'm bet- 
ting that he is poised for superstardom. 

As various ethnic alloys hit 
their stride in this country, the 
chances for airplay continue to 
improve. However, so much great 
music from the world over is rele- 
gated to college stations and even 
then, to specialty shows. A notable 
focal exception is Greenfield's unique 
WARSI (now calling itself The River),a 
station not afraid to include interna- 
tional artists on their playlist. 

Metamorphosis trancends 
the usual! barriers in spite of the lan- 
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guages utilized. Samba Ngo is a huge 
force, a true legend in the making. 
Straight A’s. 
(A-Tone Music, POB 8671, 
Asheville NC 28814 / (828) 252-9284) 
- Meathook Williams 
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> The Desco Funk 45' Céilection 


VARIOUS 
ARTISTS 
SPIKE'S CHOICE: 
THE DESCO FUNK 


45' COLLECTION 


Desco Records 


Desco Records has been 
putting out funky jams on 45 almost 
since they started. Since most peo- 
ple don’t haunt the 7-inch section of 
your local record store, they wisely 
pressed these cuts in small numbers. 
Lo and behold, they became much 
talked about and sold out quickly. 
Now you can have the complete col- 
lection, all eleven singles, on one CD. 

This disc is so up to date 
that it includes Sugarman Three's sin- 
gle, "“Papa’s Got A Brand New Bag.” 
which hasn't even come out yet. 
Nearly everyone on Desco’s label is 
represented here, along with a few 
that have no albums of their own. 
I's great to have all three singles by 
Sharon Jones on one collection, as 
well as the two singles by Ravi Harris 
& the Prophets. The sitar-flavored 
funk groove of “Thunderbird” is so 
great, and now you don't have to get 
up to flip the record over. Sweet. 

For aficionados of funk, this 
CD is essential. For those without 
the knowledge, this is a great way to 
introduce yourself to the consistently 
excellent Desco record label. 

- Phil Straub 


lOnMNAUT 
BIG CAUSEWAY 
TO GONE 
Triptych 
Second release from this 
Cape Cod electronic duo. Their first 
CD bore such titles as “Moby on 
Thursday” and “Orb This,” and the 
disemboweled crab on the-cover is 
Beads their subtle whack at 
rodigy this time. The seven instru- 
mental songs are more upbeat than 
their debut, but still have a deep 
ambient slant. From the Orb-like 
documentary style of “Leary’s 
Second Debut” to the album closer 
“Fridge Full of Leonard Cohen,” a 
stronger pulse runs through this 
release. The lone exception is the 
mammoth 22-minute title track, 
which the enclosed press release 
claims “has caused deja-vu in labora- 
tory animals.” Very different from 
most electronic acts today, Bionaut is 
more organic and textural in their 
approach, It certainly isn’t a record 
I'd recommend you drive long dis- 
tances to, because you might wake 
up in a ditch. For ambient chill folks 
and old school electronic fans. 
(www.tribtych.com) 
- Spiny Norman Oates 


Warner Brothers 


REM's vow to not tour for 
1994-5’s Monster was perhaps a 
premonition. Once the tour began 
(some vows are made to be broken), 
individual band members began 
dropping like flies. Something inside 
Micnael Stipe’s stomach imploded, 
resulting in several canceled dates. 
More serious was the brain 


aneurysm suffered by drummer Bill 
Berry. They were forced off the road 
for a while and forced to also 
rethink their very existence. Berry 
hung on for one more release, the 
nearly ignored New Adventures in 
HiFi (1996), but departed amicably 
from the group before the sessions 
for this album. Their decision not to 
replace him and to continue as a trio 
led to a bit more anticipation for this 
release — how would they handle a 
lack of a full-time drummer? 

It should be no surprise 
then that UP has a heavy undercur- 
rent of electronic percussion running 
through it. The cb opens with the 
drum machine-propelled 
“Airportman” — setting the dreamy 
and ethereal tone for this release. 
Almost like a Kraftwerk song gone 
warm and fuzzy, its monotone vocals 
hypnotize immediately. “Lotus” con- 
tinues the medicated theme (“sa 
haven't you noticed, | ate the rae a 
neo-classical drone hybrid that 
evokes recent Spiritualized, but man- 
ages to inject some of the bounce of 
REM's Pee strength. 

ttention to exactly what 
particular sounds make up tne songs 
is the real strength of this release. 
Strange noises burble in and out of 
the mix, and guitars are layered and 
processed through a myr- 
iad of esoteric effects. 
This is not unnecessary 
window dressing, though. 
Each song has a low-key 
idiosyncratic approach 
that gives the impression 
that, despite its low-key 
feel, much planning went 
into the placement of 
each particular noise. 

Lyrically as 
oblique as ever, Stipe lays 
out self-deprecating tales 
of failed love and depres- 
sion that make 
Radiohead's Thom York 
seem positively sunny by 
comparison. 

The one weak- 
ness for long-time REM 
fans is che paucity of gen- 
uine rockers on this 
release. Only the FM hit 
“Daysleeper’ invokes the 
melodic twists of old 
REM, with pedal steel 
touches accenting the 
mix. Still, there shouldn't 
be anyone taken by sur- 
prise by this new direc- 


tion, as the decision to continue 
essentially drummerless would indicate 
that a softer approach would be taken. 

P is a small step forward 
for REM, and where they might go 
next remains to be seen. It is anoth- 
er insight into the strange world 
they inhabit, and a lazy soma-inflect- 
ed pleasure journey at that. Not 
recommended for those kids still 
hung up on Reckoning or 
Document, but a spacey and pleas- 
ant introduction to a fresh start for 
the geezers. At least they've learned 
not to tour anymore. And then there 
were three... 

- Carwreck deBangs 


“Come & find _ 
me at B-SIDE.” / 


Sea 


NEW & USED 
€D’s 
AND 


TAPES | 


273 Main Street Northampton 
413-586-9556 www.b-siderecords.com 


BPO 4BAOD SIIXIg 
3j43S-peaysiz4og 
syrsedaq JooD 


*Buly3 poos 
e Sujeq Ajluessezeu jou 
sAvok SAIZELUAO} BU} Ul 
suyjoy Aauap}y Yon 003 
jo ajduwexe uy °*31 aA0] 
1|.NOA pue ysiyjsuyq yeods 
3,u0p nod pus3zuaig 


eiazUeY 


“a|qexzeUW24 
}0U 3nq 
Addag 


“9541 
An3 3uixiu ay} 


das 3nq ‘synNg OZ 
103SQD € 


&LHHAM 
HO LI Ane 
1d 1InOHS 

113m 


dM-3a"1ld HHO-6 


"synd4reH{ Ajjis Jo 
2°f4 49 QWNO III 
d41OWW PUNOS 3Nng ‘yo 

-420U)] G2[09193¢5 

Pol-oyeus »D1]s 
eB auAays uly 


‘ke p23SiIM} UMO 41943 


ul 3uiMs op Aay} 3ng 
‘kem Aaeos & ul Auuny 


‘eanzindas op 03 BurAy3 


SUOUWILUIG BUI) 39> I] 
BAB SILIOA *BAOTDpaey 
Sv pasingsip [eJop] 


"yse[D> eae 
WIOY JEquios 243 
iat, Ady? yUIYyI Aoy 
-- BYS PIUAOJ IED 


*Pauozs SEM 
An3 sulxiuu ay} 21] 
SPUNOS Si} JO DUIOS 
*IAlJ <—— } B]ALIS 
joo 3ulinjzeVa} 
MOUS PAOPACH £86] 


WIOD*|TEUPULYIOO] MMM 
liVN GNV HLOOL 
S3LN 0OS8s 
Shs nOn 
SSaim 


JO SSNnOH 


W0>"}08O)S64)9 
AYOLDIA 


ALAIIOS UO 


SOUUSNSH 
goo 8 WoO4 ago 


NVW NVISV 


UInS 
SaWOS 
OSHS 


@hseyB mois UINHSHY mors 


Gvad 1n4aLvyD 
gon 
SwHodld QY3A0 
} 0830 INdaSalLyys 


03°18 
O°) Sill LHHM 
+ li SOW 
BHM OHM 


(SHUHEAOC 7AISeMeeo 


@ 

— 
oe 
a 


93035 Aeg 243 
ze 440M pjno> 
{4204-748 
euLdowy 


jysnouy 


He [eget 40} SAITV SSDI 
JO ABAD 9IEq 3/035 
“quioyYy [eZUs44 YIM 

spuaiig ‘sojaydojzsiydapy 


yjIM peanoy 


‘03 o30d Ajuadoud 
ue? nod spueq 
M2} BY} JO BUO 


*saunjdjnos 


punos Aaduru} asau3 
Aofua jim s3nap jo suey 


*sainjdjn2s punos 


Aaouraz asoy3 Aofua 
[JIM 9]2013NeAy] JO SUB 


‘odo (ysiay UIYsY) 


unvyseiday juautwuioid 


ayidsap aduenyul 


YSId] B]QVUso2SIP ON 


"Ysejy ‘JOOYsyO say 
24d S.Q7 10} Sulsuis 
ojedny ajaup woody 
Anz ay} 241] spunos 
}I ‘por 0} JsaUuOo}) 


"S224 
YT 9S9Y4} UI4IIM 


Aja>1Uu MOUS ay} JO 
AZaaue 3y} a.1n3de> 
syund eys ofe21y5 


*yB124Q@LULUOD Aj3.12A0 


}0U 3Nq 42115 ‘"yund 
-dod ysi-s3314 A3py 
"96-466 Sujuueds 


uoleyidwuios 42e43-7¢ 


*sdjay souwuuunap MAN 


“BjoAeiD pay 
JO UOISADA SUOSJef 
e ave Adu3 YUIYL 

‘puegq 3y} Ul 


2J1M S,A2PPeA PA SEH 


*]009 3,ule a102puey 


ul suoreaidse 
jeqeuu-dod 3431/5 
‘aul2ap As03z21A, 
3UdI2U JO 3190} 


-dwis asoospaey Aasuof 


WO>"|fEUPUeL00;;MMM 
TWN GNVHLOOL 


SL5e1 LUSBKENI 
JO AYO SL WH | 


LUAWNUOW 
S3A0QISQHOX8 


ELE Dt 


BY Py Bai vinavay 


NVW NVISV 
SNITANITAAIT 
SaIUHAau 
ane 


W09"}}eUPURY}OO;; MMM 
VN GNVHLOOL 
USddHH 


LL) £21 
HA W 


JLAW 
moO Ws&8 


LUSWIHAdKS 
LjWHOX3NOH 


W02°sp402a4A10}31A' MAM 
AYOLDIA 


i 0) EEEFEEDERERT 
‘| @s@) | COOHHSHLOME 
av ® Odsliun 

LOLSO 


©@@6820 0 @ 


poetry 


LAZARUS 


Not a cricket 

nor a cloud, 

nor the wind 

moved when your eyes 
shuttered open. 


Not your hands, 

batt mouth, 

mut bewilderment rustling 
in your brain, , 

a white arm raised 

as if to temper a storm. 


And brave you felt 

as never before, 

vour heart starting up_awkwardly 
like an injured butterfly. 


Bese a world ee breathed light, 
blinding and bright 

as all the days of summer, 

with clouds of words 

flying like birds 

over the cedar trees. 


Corrine De Winter 


MY OWN DILIGENT SALVATION 


DYING WORDS 
OF SIDDARTHA GOTAMA 


“DEATH IS INHERENT IN ALL COMPOUND 
THINGS.” 


EVEN HERE 
IN LOVE 


THOUGH | SHALL NOT SEE HER AGAIN 
IN A THOUSAND BIRTHS 

THIS IS ONE FRAIL CREATURE OF A DAY 
WHO WILL CLING 

EVEN FOR A NIGHT 

WITH CONSUMATE PLEASURE 

WITH CONSUMATE MIGHT 


OF COURSE IT WILL NOT LAST 
THAT MAKES THE TOUCH 
SO SWEET 


| FOLLOW THE PATH OF THE BURNING 
LEAF 
CRIMSON WITH RELEASE 


DON’T YOU LOVE THE FALL? 


CALEB BRooKs 


INNER CHILD 


My inner Child hates adults. 

Jt MAKES jt tou%h to Et near him. 

Every time | attempt jt, he hits me 
jn the nose. 

J try to regson, try to Sympathize. 

Get down on hiS jeve] and jet hit Know 
jt’S oKay to be anIry. 

Gmack: -r79ht in the nese a9aijn. 

pe jetS me et juSt within reach with 
out Pegctjng 

And then letS me have jt. 

Gon of Q bitch Needs Q Jood Spankin, 


Mark (_ barr]s 


TRUTH 


Sweet fragrance of scent, lifting higher and higher 
as to soar the very heavens. 

Roaming country roads, meditating on long 

past joys, bringing into present being 

wishful meaning — as meaning must be. 

Flower buds — emerging in pure birth, each scent 
blending — always blending as one, to form 

the universal sea of truth. 

Thoughts flow forth as fleeting galaxy stars — 


Madness, activity of dreams without order or reason. 


Searching — searching — truth elusive as mercury, 
changing — constantly changing as earth’s season. 
Reality as truth incompatibly distant; 

The Search goes on. 


Ronald L, Coolbeth 


O S$errv\4h 


LIVES 
OF THE 
POETS 


They suppose we're suicidal, 
razors adorning our wrists, 
sleeping pills 

strung around our necks. 


But the truth is 
We cannot tell the trutii 
Even if we wanted to. 


We ee our Book of 
ightmares by the bed. 

We keep our afilictions in jars 

like fireflies in June. 

We visit Poe’s grave 


on rainy Sunday mornings. 


On a day hot as Hell, 
| stood at William Carlos 
Williams’ eee 
beer in one hand, 
cigarette in the other. 
William, | thougt, 
with your children 
made of words 
and your heartbeat mission, 
I never knew 
they take sinners 
2. by 2 into Hell. 
Or that Eve & life, 
| never knew 
One could survive 
on words alone. 


Corrine De Winter 
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Stuart Bloomfield 


So 1T’S COMING TO THE END OF THE YEAR AND 
TO BE HONEST I’M NOT QUITE SURE WHAT TO DO 
ABOUT CHRISTMAS. I'm FLAT BROKE AFTER SEV- 
ERAL MONTHS OF WATCHING MY WALLET TAKE A 
BEATING OVER CAR TROUBLES (SNAPPED BELTS, 
BLOWN TIRE, ALIGNMENT, BRAKES, AND A FUCK- 
ING NEW CARBURETOR). | SWEAR, GOING INTO 
MY MECHANIC'S GARAGE FOR THE FOURTH TIME 
IN AS MANY MONTHS HAS MADE ME START TO 
WONDER IF | SHOULD CHANGE MY COMMUTER 
LIFESTYLE FOREVER. 


NONE OF THIS SOLVES MY CURRENT PROBLEM. 
WHAT TO GET THE LOVED ONES - DADS, MOMS, 

SISTERS, BROTHERS, FRIENDS NEW AND OLD. l 
COULD GO TO THE DOLLAR STORE AT THE MALL 

AND GET EVERYONE A 3 PACK OF PLASTIC COAT 
HANGERS, BUT SOMEHOW THAT DOESN'T SEEM 

TERRIBLY PERSONAL. BESIDES, BEFORE | GET 

OUT ON THE FREEWAY THE GODDAMN STEERING 
WHEEL WILL PROBABLY FALL OFF. 


No, 1t'S SAFER HERE IN MY COLO APARTMENT 
WHERE THE RADIATORS ARE OFF UNDER THE 
CONTROL OF THE NEIGHBORS DOWNSTAIRS (WHO 
SEEM TO HAVE BEEN OUT OF TOWN FOR THE 
PAST FOUR WEEKS). I'VE GOT MY BOOMBOX AND 
A BUNCH OF BLANK TAPES... YEP, IT’S A MIX- 
TAPE-XMAS FOR ALL OF STUART'S FRIENDS! 


HEY, IT'S THE GIFT THAT KEEPS GIVING, AIN'T IT? 


BEING IT’S THE END OF THE YEAR ‘N' ALL, LET'S 
DO A BEST SINGLES OF 1998 KINDA COMPILA- 
TION THANG. THESE ARE SOME OF MY FAVORITE 


THREE AND A HALF MINUTE ROCK AND ROLL SEG- 


MENTS RELEASED THIS YEAR. 


SIDE ONE 


Fan MopINE - “CARDAMON CHal” 

A WARM FUZZY STONED HELLO FROM 
THE BEST DEBUT ALBUM OF THE YEAR, SLOW 
Roan to Tipy Empire. 


CoRNELIUS - “Count Five Or Six” 

Namepb FOR Roopy MCDOWELL IN 
PLANET OF THE APES, CORNELIUS SEEM TO 
WANT YOU TO SHOUT “ENOUGH ALREADY!” AT 
EVERYTHING (INSANE BPM TALLIES, EXTREME 
REPETITION, CLEVER PRODUCTION TRICKERY, 
GOOFY LYRIC BUBBLEGUM) ON FANTASMA, 
BUT IT’S STILL PRETTY COOL. 


LONG FIN Kittie - “RINGER” 

LFK COULD SING ABOUT INJECTING 
PUPPIES WITH CORROSIVE ACIDS AND IT 
WOULD SOUND LIKE AN EROTIC SEDUCTION. 
FRONTED BY ONE OF THE SMOOTHEST 
CROONERS AROUND, LFK LAY DOWN A TRACK 
BRIMMING WITH WITH AN EERIE YET SEXUAL 
RHYTHM. 


Movave 3 - “Yer Feet” 
Cat Power “CoOLor AND THE KIDS” 
SORROW-SOAKED SONGS ARE BOTH 
THESE ARTISTS’ BREAD AND BUTTER. Two 
EXCELLENT EXAMPLES - MOJAVE STARTS WITH 
“I WAS DRUNK WHEN | MET You/ | was 
DRUNK WHEN YOU WALKED OUT THE DOOR,” 
WHILE CAT Power BEGINS “MUST BE THE 
COLOR AND THE KIDS THAT KEEP ME ALIVE/ 
"CAUSE THE MUSIC IS BORING ME TO DEATH.” 
DROWN IN THEM. 


PRo.LapSE - “RETURN OF SHOES” 

| IMAGINE A VIDEO LIKE DURAN 
DURAN’S “RIO” WITH THE GROUP ON A 
YACHT IN AZURE BLUE WATERS. ONLY THEY'D 
BE RUNNING AROUND AFTER EACH OTHER 
WITH CHAINSAWS. 
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SIDE TWO 


VERVE - "BITTERSWEET SYMPHONY” 

So KILL ME, BUT IT’S A FUCKING GREAT SONG. TO THE 
THOUSANDS (PROBABLY MILLIONS) WHO GROANED ‘Not THAT 
SONG AGAIN...”” AT THEIR CAR RADIO AT LEAST ONCE THIS 
SUMMER, REMEMBER AT LEAST IT'S BUFFERED THE CELINE 


DION/TITANIC AURAL ONSLAUGHT. 


St. Ertenne -~- “4:35 in THE MORNING” 
Pop BLiss. THESE GUYS MAKE IT ALL SEEM SO EASY. 


Ipa- “Turn Me On” 

IDA SHOULD BE CONSIDERED ONE OF AMERICA’S 
FINEST BANDS. HERE, AS ALWAYS, THEY'RE UNDERSTATED, 
ELEGANT, CONFESSIONAL, AND HEARTFELT. EXPECT THEIR 
FOLLOW-UP FULL-LENGTH TO BE ONE OF 99'S BEST AS WELL. 


BELLE AND SEBASTIAN - “SEYMOUR STEIN” 

DARE | SAY, THE CATCHIEST SONG EVER WRITTEN 
ABOUT A RECORD EXECUTIVE. LIKE ANY GREAT SINGLE IT 
LOCKS ITSELF INSIDE YOUR BRAIN AND WON’T COME OUT FOR 
MONTHS. IF YOU HAVEN’T HEARD THESE SCOTS YET THE TIME 
HAS COME. 


Liz PHair - “Ripe” 

EVERY OTHER LISTEN TO WHITECHOCOLATESPACEEGG | 
FIND MYSELF THINKING IT'S EITHER A FANTASTIC SUCCESS OR 
A MISFIRED DUD. THE EXCELLENT “RIDE” HAS PHAIR SOUND- 
ING AS GOOD AS SHE GETS, CRACKLING AND SOOTHING LIKE A 
VU-erR~« Lou REED. 


Puce - “Gurory Days” 

FROM MY FAVORITE ALBUM OF 1998 THis IS 
HARDCORE. ONE OF THREE (!) CODAS ON THAT ALBUM AND A 
LOVELY (IF RATHER CYNICAL) FAREWELL. 


| GUESS ALL | HAVE TO DO NOW IS DUB THIS MIX ABOUT 
A DOZEN OR SO TIMES, SNEAK DOWN TO THE DAIRY 
MART FOR A WAD OF STAMPS, SEND ‘EM OUT, AND THEN 
KICK MY FEET UP, HAPPY IN THE KNOWLEDGE THAT MY 
CHRISTMAS SHOPPING IS DONE. a 


ebeling 
hugnes 


TRANSFIGURED NI 


Crafting exquisite somes os beautifully engaging as 
they ara incredibly trippy - MAGNET 


“Transfigured Nigh soaks up the dreamy, lysergic haze of late 
0'slearty 70's Britsh psychedeba (namely Pink Floyd) - CMJ 


ZERO HOUR 


“A progressive grouping of musicians 
dabbling In jazz and rock structures. 
meshing elements of electronic and 
pop to create a sound thatis far beyond 
that.ef any other act today" 


What Santas 


ON TOUR 
‘ 
-* 


with Cornelius & Solex 


“Chemicals” & “Day 7” 12” rinyl EP's ZERO HOUR 


BROOKS ROBARBDS § 
Let’s face it, 1998 —the whole miserable, 
mean-spirited 365 days of it— belongs in the trash bin of 
American history. Looking back over the year's movies 
makes it clear that Santa Claus should leave a giant heap 
of coal under the national Christmas tree, and not just 
for Bill Clinton. 

This year the ship of state was hardly the only 
sinking vessel to capture the public’s obsessive attention. 
Well into June, rapt audiences were still lining up to sail 
last year’s TITANIC into the weekly top ten of movie 
box office revenues. By mid-summer, Bruce Willis had 
ridden ARMAGEDDON's renegade asteroid into top 
billing and shared honors with GODZILLA for new lows 
in disaster-flick gimmickry. At least DEEP IMPACT tried 
to broaden our minds a little by casting Morgan Freeman 
as the nation’s first African-American President. 

Comedy, starting early in January with Woody 


OLoO scHGoOL 
MEETS New - 


BEATTY’S 
BULWORTH 


Allen's ascerbic DECONSTRUCTING HARRY, turned 
nasty and corrosive this year. Those moviegoers who 
couldn't convince themselves that WAG THE DOG was a 
bio-pic conspiracy of epic enough proportions for an X- 
FILES episode, speculated that the title of Barry 
Levinson’s movie must be code for some sort of vaguely 
salacious sexual activity on the order of White House 
cigar sports. The year’s best bad-movie award goes to 
Peter and Bobby Farrelly’s THERE'S SOMETHING 
ABOUT MARY, where Ben Stiller’s stuck zipper and body 
fluids reached new levels of shock value. And John 
Waters, who made movie history in the Seventies by fea- 
turing legendary cross-dresser Divine in PINK FLAMIN- 
GOS and FEMALE TROUBLE, wins the prize for directing 
PECKER, one of the year’s sweetest comedies. Just think 
how good it might have been if Divine were still around. 

At least during 1998 gay lifestyles got new expo- 
sure in the movies, not that the attention was necessarily 
positive. One of the year’s better comedies, Will 
Stillman’s THE LAST DAYS OF DISCO, featured a lounge 
lizard who got rid of his old girlfriends by pretending he 
was gay. Then. with THE OBJECT OF MY AFFECTION, 
director Nicholas Hytner spearheaded a trend toward 
matching up straight women with gay men, as if switching 
sexual preference were as easy as changing your work- 
out schedule. Ellen DeGeneres's girlfriend Anne Heche 
managed to persuade audiences that she found Harrison 
Ford —old enough to be her father— marriageable in 
Ivan Reitman’s SEVEN DAYS, SIX NIGHTS, so maybe we 
all need to decide we're really bisexual. Gay-baiting 
reached a trendy new low in Don Roos’s THE OPPOSITE 
OF SEX, where Christina Ricci tortures her half-brother 
by seducing his boyfriend and then running off with him 
to have his baby. Richard Kwietniowski’s LOVE AND 
DEATH ON LONG ISLAND, with John Hurt playing an 
upper crust English novelist and Jason Priestly as the 
object of his affection, provided rare insight into sexual 
obsession and techno-culture. 

Most of our best directors spent the year floun- 
dering around in poorly plotted, Hollywood-assembly-line 
scripts. David Mamet floated an elaborate con game in 
THE SPANISH PRISONER, but lefe the audience wonder- 
ing what the point was. Lots of atmosphere and Nicholas 
Cage propelled Brian DePalma's SNAKE EYES out of the 
starting gate fast, but this would-be thriller ran out of gas 
less than halfway down the stretch because the plot was 
so weak: Did anyone really believe a loser type like 
Cage's character would be best friends with the spit-and- 
polish military officer played by Gary Sinise? 

John Dahl, who set the standard for stylish 
drama in RED ROCK WEST and THE LAST SEDUC- 
TION, ended up telling the audience a lot more than it 
needed to know about poker and gambling in 
ROUNDERS. That happened because, once again, poor 
plotting and characterization made a friendship between 
Matt Damon's law student and Ed Norton’s self-destruc- 
tive ex-con more than a little unconvincing. Although it’s 
probably worth it in RONIN just to watch the car chases 
and two old pros like Robert DeNiro and Jean Reno 
going through their paces, John Frankenheimer’s tribute 
to Japanese director Kurosawa doesn’t carry much narra- 
tive clout. 

Spielberg gummed up SAVING PRIVATE RYAN 
with a maudlin framing device about Ryan as a weepy old 


guy. Besides, do we really need to be encouraged to 
believe that war is a necessary evil? Despite his track 
record with such superb films as SMOKE and BLUE IN 
THE FACE, Wayne Wang shot himself in the foot by try- 
ing to use Asian superstar Gong Li as a metaphor for 
Hong Kong in the embarrassingly bad CHINESE BOX. 

If anybody deserves to win an Oscar, it’s John 
Travolta for his impersonation of Bill Clinton in PRIMARY 
COLORS. One dumb duck deserves another. On the 
other hand, director Mike Nichols deserves his own per- 
sonal sack of coal under the Christmas tree for bypassing 
serious political issues. The same can not be said for 
Warren Beatty, who faced them head on in BULWORTH 


If like this Scrooge, you haven't seen Neil 
Jordan’s BUTCHER BOY —about a psychotic, homicidal 
12-year-old— James Toback’s TWO GIRLS AND A GUY 
—featuring the always inspired Robert Downey Jr— 
Vincent Gallo's BUFFALO 66 (although the thought of 
yet another movie starring Christina Ricci is enough to 
induce a fit of retching) Jonathan Demme's BELOVED — 
based on Toni Morrison's Pulitzer Prize-winning book 
about slavery— or Todd Solondz’s HAPPINESS, ask Santa 
to stack them up for you under the tree. We all need a 
little light entertainment for the long winter nights 
ahead... 


and proved just how racist and sexist 
Hollywood insiders tend to be. 

Joel Coen should have pro- 
duced a winner with THE BIG 
LEBOWSKI, where he skewered burnt- 
out hippies and L.A. lifestyles. Instead, 
his over-cerebral jokes fell flat, despite 
a fine cast including Jeff Bridges, John 
Goodman and Steve Buscemi. Spike 
Lee’s HE GOT GAME turned into a 
soggy fictional retread of the outstand- 
ing documentary HOOP DREAMS. 
Robert Redford’s holiday gift should be 
a staged reading of Monty Roberts’ 
book, THE MAN WHO LISTENS TO 
HORSES. If he'd paid attention to 
someone like Roberts who really 
knows horses, maybe he wouldn’t have 
turned THE HORSE WHISPERER into 
such a treacly paean to Old West 
cliches. By doing such a good job 
despite such a creaky old Hollywood- 
style story in THE GINGERBREAD 
MAN, Robert Altman escapes a scold- 
ing this year. Finally, Martin Scorsese 
gets a pass this time with KUNDUN, 
which, though beautifully made, so 
watered down the Tibetan “problem” 


and Buddhism that he might just as well 


have made a Disney cartoon feature. 
Now it’s time to fess up. 
Even this Scrooge has a soft spot for a 
few of the 1998 crop of movies. At the 
top of my list of good ones is THE 
TRUMAN SHOW), a sublime parable 
that ought to be required viewing for 
every elementary-school kid in the 
nation. Quentin Tarantino wins a pat 
on the back for resurrecting blaxploita- 
tion star Pam Grier with such panache 
in JACKIE BROWN. In LIVE FLESH, 
Pedro Almodovar showed how men 
really talk and feel —-at least in Spain— 
and Henry Jaglom’s DEJA VU gave us a 
Nineties love story in which the impro- 
visational dialogue sang. SMOKE SIG- 
NALS, Sherman Alexie’s Native 
American charmer, is sure to become a 
classic, and Hal Hartley has a eye for 
telling detail and a knack with powerful 
storytelling in HENRY FOOL. 


; Terry GILLIAM’S 
FEAR ANDO LOATHING -. 
IN LAS VEGAS 


l Wey, what aboutus? 


Gel oul of Tre house!! 
Your FAMILY'S in there 
WITH YOU! 


Come rent some really good movies. That way 
the only buttons that'll get pushed will be 
"play" and "rewind". 


Pleasant Street Theater 


We're on the 
side of good! 


29 Pleasant St. 
Northampton MA 01060 
413 584-6/62 or 

pstv@javanel.com 


Who were the 
Celts and the Druids? Were 
they related groups? 

- R.C., Northampton 


Yes, the Celts and the Druids 
were very closely related in that 
virtually all of the Druids were 
ethnically Celtic. 

The Celts were an Indo- 
European language group who inhab- 
ited what we now call the Iberian 
Peninsula from about the Sth centu- 
ry B.C. until the influx of later peo- 
ples pushed them northward and 
westward into places like France, 
southern Germany and Britain. 

Diodorus Siculus, the first 
century Greek historian, described 
the Celts as violent people with 
harsh voices. 

“They are boasters and 
threateners and given to bombastic 
self-dramatization, and yet they are 
quick of mind and with a good natur- 
al ability for learning. They also have 
lyric poets that they call Bards. They 
sing to the accompaniment of instru- 
ments resembling lyres, sometimes a 
eulogy, sometimes a satire. They also 
have certain philosophers and the- 
ologians who are treated with spe- 
cial nonor, whom they call Druids,” 
he wrote. 

According to other contem- 
porary histories and commentaries, 
the Druids also served as judges and 
apices dispensing justice at 
gatherings that occurred at specific 
points in the annual ritual round. 

Gaius Julius Caesar, who 
was considerably less kind to the 
Celts and Druids in his history of 
the Gallic Wars than Diodorus had 
been in his observations, noted that 
the Druids were given to ritual 
observances in oak groves and made 


great use of holly and other plants. 
It should be noted that the 
Celts and the Gauls are essentially 
indistinguishable in the writings o 
classical authors and in the early days 
of the Celtic Diaspora one must 
assume that there was a significant 
similarity in the languages of conti- 
nental and island Celts as well. 
Modern archaeolinguists 
divide Celtic languages into P-Celtic 


(such as Welsh and Breton) and Q- 


Celtic (including Irish and Scots 
Gaelic) and suggest that this is the 


4 result of separate waves of migra- 


4 tion into the British isles. 

' In noting the close relation- 
| ship between some of the regional 
} languages of Britain and Celtic 

1 culture, we should also mention 

a that the Celts, who are now so 
much associated with the British 
isles, were clearly not the origi- 
nal inhabitants. Successive 

\ waves of invasions by Celtic 
peoples either absorbed or 
supplanted several native 
Britannic cultures such as the 
Picts and Britons. 

In terms of material culture 
we often associate the Celts with 
the archaeological assemblages that 
we call Hallstat and La Tene. The 
likeness of the elaborate bronze and 
enameled mirrors, broaches and pins 
made during these periods survive 
today in the “Celtic knot” tattoos 
that can be seen adorning the arms 
of young people strolling the streets 
of most valley towns. 


How or why did gender differ- 
ences, in pronouns, come about 
in lane aes! 1 know that 
English, Spanish, French, 
Hebrew and | assume other lan- 
guages, distinguish between 

e/she, some of them have gen- 
der specific forms of you and 
they; do we know why? 

- D.R., Agawam 


As far as | know, all human lan- 
guages contain words that differ- 
entiate between people by sex. 
| should note here that | am making 
a distinction between biological sex 
and the cultural concept of gender. 
Biologically, most humans 
are either male or female, and | am 
told that even hermaphrodites often 
have some degree of sexual domi- 
nance, however gender is largely cul- 
turally assigned. This eaieamtetccien- 
ment is important because humans 
identify things in their environment 
at least partially by drawing distinc- 
tions between things in one category 
that do not fall into that category. 
As an example of category 
distinction, if we have a set of 
objects that we call furniture we can 
create a subset that we call things to 


sit on. Within the category of things 
to sit on we have chairs, loveseats, 
sofas, stools and other such items 
that are differentiated by certain 
inherent qualities, such as size and 
shape and individual function. 

Although we, in our now 
politically correct society, like to pre- 
tend that we can ignore the differ- 
ences between men and women, 
there are certain conspicuous physi- 
cal characteristics that define distinct- 
ness in those subsets. The words 
that we use to draw distinctions 
between the sexes no doubt reflect 
early human recognition of that phys- 
ical differentiation between males and 
females. 

Linguists who study early 
language and the ways in which lan- 
guages change have found that even 
in the earliest forms of human com- 
munication that we can detect, there 
exist the concepts of mother, father, 
sister and brother. In particular lan- 
guage families some of these words, 
which identify the relationship and 
sex of family members, remain very 
similar to those found in related lan- 
guages that have drifted away in 
other respects. 

Ks human societies devel- 
oped through time and became more 
stratified and therefore evolved, in 
some of them, fairly distinct roles for 
males and females, one can see a 
hardening of sexual distinctions and 
the words used to describe them. 
Some languages, Japanese for exam- 
ple, not only nave distinctive pro- 
nouns for male and female, but clear- 
ly distinctive modes of speech for the 
sexes. 

In traditional Japanese, the 
female mode of speech displays much 
more deference to the listener than 
the male form and formal female 
modes can border on the obse- 
quious. 

In western languages, the 
importance of distinctions between 
mate and female can be seen best in 
the words we use for animals at vari- 
ous stages of their lives. While both 
male and female animals, for example, 
can be called a calf or yearling, we 
draw great distinctions, in bovines, 
between a heifer, a cow and a bull 
(whales are also referred to as calves, 
cows and bulls). Note the added dis- 
tinction between a heifer, a female 
bovine that has not calved, and a 
cow, which has given birth. One finds 
a similar distinction, in equines, 
between the sexually non-distinct 
“foal” and the sexually definitive colt, 
filly, mare and stallion. 

| would therefore submit 
that it is the different biological func- 
tions of males and females that 
caused humans to create distinctive 
words for them in language. 
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Keene has been alternately 
described as an ultra-conservative 
town and a very cool place where 
the kids are really hip. Shop own- 
ers seem to be of the conservative 
mind and focus on the buying 
power of the middle-aged “hip- 
oisie” crowd. The action seems to 
be just down the street among the 
students at Keene State College. 
All in all, Keene caters to its own 
rather than being a tourist mecca 
like nearby Brattleboro or its south- 
ern cousin, Northampton. We 
spent some time downtown and 
found plenty to keep us in Keene. 
You might want to start out at the 
Chamber of Commerce office to 
gather information and end the day 
with a tattoo, both available in the 
heart of downtown Keene. 
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RES TALUAATS 


176 Main has the best selection of 
domestic and imported beers in 
Keene. Daily specials here are 
always good and the quality is con- 
sistent. Mangos Cafe on Main 
used to be Henry David's and will 
have a name change again after 
the first of the year. Whatever it’s 
called, the food and service are 
good and it is worth a visit. 
Looking for really good Italian cui- 
sine? Take your choice: Martino’s 
on West Street, Nicola’s Trattoria 
near Central Square, or Tony 
Clamato’s on Court Square. 
Clamato’s is a bit pricey, but it has 
__ good wines and is worth the 
“9 money. There are five Chinese 
‘® eateries to eat-in or take-out. 

_ Marco Polo also has Japanese 
‘9 food. Thai Garden might be our 
favorite restaurant and Paradise 
of India must satisfy your taste for 
Indian food. Want to rub elbows 
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with the city council? Then go to 
The Stage on Thursday night after 
the council meetings. It’s a fave 
hangout! Timoleon’s has good ol’ 
American food while Lindy’s 
Diner has basic, consistent diner 
fare. Wings and Ribs is a cool 
place for hot, hotter, and hottest. 
Country Life Natural Foods has 
a lunch café. Blueberry Fields, 
another natural foods market, has a 
juice bar. Down West Street at the 
Colony Mill, the steaks are great at 
the Millyard Steakhouse and the 
brews couldn't be any finer than 
those served with your food at the 
Elm City Brewery. The Colony 
Mill also has a food court for a 
quick bite or a casual cup of coffee. 
Possibly the most popular restau- 
rant in Keene, Applebee's often 
has a line of people waiting to be 
served. 


nizz2nA 


While there are always the chains, 
and they do a consistent job with 
dough, sauce and cheese, you 
might want a change from Little 
Caesar’s, Dominos, and Pizza 
Hut—all of which you'll happily 
find in Keene. Near Keene State 
College, try Athens Pizza. Or 
enjoy Keene Family Pizza. On 
West Street, it's Cheshire Village 
Pizza. For the gourmet, there’s 
nothing like Foodee’s. For those 
who want a quick pizza with gas, 
Cumberland Farms is home to 
Stonewilly’s. That's what we call 
gas plus. As far as other pies are 
concerned, the old guard of Keene 
goes to Jean’s Pastry on Central 
Square. They’re so good that they 
put the competition right out of 
business. Gotta have a bagel? 


Things are looking up from the 
days we first visited Keene and our 
friends were out of their minds 
with the joy of finally finding 
frozen bagels at the supermarket. 
These days you have Elm City 
Bagels across from Colony Mill 
and Bagelworks right downtown. 


coffee & 
OTHER 
Ronis rion s. 


The college kids are more likely to 
frequent Brewbaker’s because it’s 
closer to the KSC campus. They 
also make a mighty fine sandwich 
and have all sorts of goodies. 
Monadnock Prime Roast is the 
only place in town that roasts their 
own beans. They carry some cof- 
fee supplies and have soups and 
pastries to whet your appetite. 
Piazza is an al fresco haven for ice 
cream and other goodies. What's 
that mean? It means it’s seasonal 
because folks just don’t want to be 
outside to eat once the leaves turn 
brown! 


UFR Fro. Of. 
WHA Fo Of. 


Well, we like to shop. A lot. And 
that means thirty shops at Colony 
Mill. We were wondering, though 
(city fathers take notice), why isn’t 
there a road sign directing traffic to 
the Colony Mill? If you’re coming 
east on Route 9, it’s the first Keene 
exit—a left and then the first right 
and on down West Street until you 
see Colony Mill on your right. You 
won't want to miss the Synergy 
shops in their different locations 
and variations, The Music Shop 
on the second floor (for a great 


selection of CDs, tapes, stickers, 
and a whole lot more), B Side and 
The Great Outdoors (for your 
sporting needs), or the cool 
antique center upstairs. There’s 
also a wonderful kitchen store, 
Toadstool Books (a complete, 


eBEST 


PRICE PAID 


eGreat selection 


of new & used 
Ds & tapes 


ePosters eIncense sJewelry 


eToys eElectronics 


eSocially Hazardous Stickers 


Colony Hil Marvetplane, 2nd floor 


202 West St, Keene 603-352-0652 


$l off any full-price new CD or 


17 Roxbury sf.. Suite #3 
Downfown Keene, RH 


(603) 352-4422 


independent bookstore), and many 
other boutiques too numerous to 
name. GO. You'll find your 
favorite. There are chain stores, 
discount stores, shops on every 
street off of the main road (Route 
9). Our next shopping stop was 
downtown. Being the big 
comic fans we VMag readers 
tend to be, Comics, Etc. was 
at the top of our list. Earth 
Treasures was rife with learn- 
ing equipment and toys for all 
ages. Creative Encounters 
has a fabulous selection of art 
supplies and frames. Funny 
Business is the place for gags 
and costumes and T-shirts. 
Oasis is the new age/spiritual 
headquarters in these parts. 
Cheshire Music and Retro 
Musie are the two stores for all 
of your instrumental needs 
(Cheshire even said they'd 
let me trade my pesky 
brother for a guitar). 
Hannah Grimes 
Marketplace is a coopera- 
tive featuring only New 
Hampshire-made products, 
including furniture, gifts, 
and a lunch bar. Kitchen 
Works has gourmet kitchen 
accoutrements. Health food 
and vitamins can be found 
at The Vitality Shop. 
Banagan’s has bikes and 


far the most unique shop in Keene 
is the Monadnock Hemporium. 
This is not just a store, it is an edu- 
cation, a way of life. Be sure to 
allow a chunk of time to visit the 
hemporium so that you can learn 
all about the uses of hemp and 
how it is grown. Hemp is a renew- 
able fiber that can be made into 
food, clothing, just about any- 
thing—but that’s a whole ‘nother 
story. Let the resident hemp 
farmer tell you all about it or pick 
up hemp literature at Monadnock 
Hemporium. We were really sur- 
prised to find out that the silky 
shirt we admired was made out of 
hemp! The man who runs this 
store is a genius and a crusader for 
hemp. Find out why. There's also 
a fabulous Indian Motocycle 
parked inside the store! 

Back around the corner on 
Main Street, you just can’t miss 
with the dreamy clothing at 
Miranda‘s Verandah or the great 
buys at Momentum Clothing, 
home to the Moe Jabel and other 
comfortable attire. We found some 
great buys here. Be sure to bring 
your used CDs and tapes to trade 
for something you really want at 
Turn it Up! Last, but not least, 
Penelope’s is a fabulous consign- 
ment shop for furniture and col- 
lectibles. We're sure to find more 
on our next visit and would love to 


Fine Tattoos and Body jewelry 


- hicensed by State of ¥.3}. - boards and accessories. By _hear about your favorites and 


216 Main Street > I<eene, NH 
358-6630 


- 
TEXTBOOKS, ART SUPPLIES, KSC CLOTHING 
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places we might have missed. 
After all, Keene is not the big city, 
but it’s not so very small, either. 

Keene is known as the 
Elm City, but perhaps they should 
rename it the Pumpkin City. On 
the Saturday before Halloween, 
the Pumpkin Festival features 
the most lit jack-o-lanterns in any 
one place. Thirty to forty thousand 
people showed up to witness 
17,693 lit pumpkins in 1998! There 
are also street entertainers and 
vendors throughout Keene for this 
event which is put on by Center 
Stage Cheshire County (603-358- 
5344). They also host the 
International Festival on 
Memorial Day weekend. The 
annual Christmas tree lighting 
takes place the Friday after 
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by Roger and Salem Salloom® 1997 


_ Do you see that 
dirty little spot over 
there? 


That is where the 
insurance industry and 
health care providers 
meet. Some other people 
meet there, too. 


It certainly is a dirty 
little spot. 


Thanksgiving. The city fathers 
(and mothers) built a skate park on 
Gilbo Avenue. It took a lot of pri- 
vate contributions, but now it’s 
open to the public for skateboard- 
ing and rollerblading and it is nice- 
ly maintained by the recreation 
department. And it is FREE. 
Ashuelot River Park, across 
from Colony Mill has a wildlife cen- 
ter, river walk, bike path, gardens, 
and a natural area. The Colonial 
Theater, 75 years old, is almost 
completely refurbished to the glory 
of a bygone era. The Colonial is 
home to live music (opera, Celtic, 
folk, jazz, etc.), ballet, and movies. 
Keene State College also plays 
host to nationally recognized enter- 
tainers. 

There are a few tattoo stu- 


dios in the Keene area as tattooing 
is legal in New Hampshire (as is 
riding without a helmet, but we 
don't advocate either without a lot 
of thought. A lot. No, even more 
than that). We liked Dad at Mom/’s 
Tattoo (on Roxbury Street) 
because he runs a clean, licensed 
parlor (it's a family business) and 
spent a lot of time advising us on 
the wisdom of our choices and 
how to properly care for the tat. 
They also pierce. We didn’t get tat- 
tooed right away. Hey, it’s perma- 
nent. Come back to Keene again 
for the tattoo. 

*with apologies to any business or 
attractions we may have omitted 


Tue ToapstooL BOooKSHOPS 


Enchanting Selections of Wonderful Books 


Special Orders Welcome 
Free Gift Wrapping 
~ Mail Orders Accepted 
Our of Print 


Search Service 


We Ship Anywhere 


12 Depot Squara 
Paterborough NH 
M-F 10-6 SA 10-5 SU 10-4 
PH 603-924-3543 
FAX 924-7295 
Larden Plazn 
Milford NH 
M-SA 9-9 SU 11-5 
PH 603-673-1734 
FAX 673-1912 


COLONY MILL 
MARKETPLACE 
KEENE, NH 
M-S 10-9 e SUN 11-6 
Ph 603-352-8815 
Fax 352-3896 


Are you part of the solution or part of the problem? 


DO YOU KNOW? 
Half the agricultural 
toxins produced in this 
country every year go to 
growing cotton? 


WE ALL KNOW ; 
The detrimental 
effects of producing 
synthetic fibers 
from oil. 


TAKE STOCK OF YOUR WARDROBE 


Are 
WEAR H 


ou wearin 
MP & BE 


cotton or synthetics? 
ART OF THE SOLUTION 


Come educate yourself on the many uses of Industrial Hemp. 


Monadnock 
Hemporium 


10 West Street e Central S$ 
603-357-2396 


uare e Keene NH 
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Up yours. 
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ALL PRISONERS REPORT 
To Ti 
SHOWER 


Neial leial We just 
defeaked vader Il 


HANSON Was billions of 
Screaming fans from all over 
AWwe \obe. 

HANSOM has toured *+he 
world. 

HANSON have millions of 
Aollars and could rexyir'’ 
*v+oday. 


--wW ell, +ime +o 
masterbate. 


do you make fon of +nem 
because YOUR cnildnood 
WAS MULCH more Productive ?P 


up yours. 
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I found myself in pretty 
Sorry company. 
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The smokers smoked late 
info the night. 


He was like the love- child 


One night I awoke toan 
of EltonJohn + Liberace. 


unmistakable sound... 


| Ljust Flew Wi tasked where 
in. Z leave WM the beautiful 
first thingin fil people were. 
themorning!) \The tax itook 
3 me here! 
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Mr. New YorK belted out | |And Kick-danced around 
Broadway show tunes, | on his pia tacm shoes. 


The mosque-awellers rose 
from their sleeping bags. 


After a time he turned 
| his: attention +o me. 


Someone isryt 
a Pat eer 


V[ Like no 
BUS ICS 5 


He pranced around my sleeping bag -- but 
Theld out.p 
Put down the : ———~\ \ life is @ cabaret, 


Knit tin’, the book i J old chum. Come to 
and the broom... Se amine ea gir’ r 


re G3 


And sang “Somewhere 
Over the Rainbow.” 


Shortly before dawn he 
fell to his Knees - 
‘eave us, Judy? }* 


We love you, Judy: iss 


the rainbow 
bluebirds fly... 


As soon asthe sunrose|! |Z went toamissionand 


Every time I moved, flies 
| | lifted from my clothes. 


thercof gotashotasa sat in a shuttered room 
short-order cook's griddle.} | pretending to meditate. 
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to yourself. You're 
EXAGERRATING, its 
Zot THAT bad. 
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The winter solstice will soon be upon 
us, So it’s time to think long and hard 
(!) about who'll be upon you (or vice 
versa!) during this year’s longest night. 
You can be damn sure Big Bitch isn’t 
going to waste one minute of darkness, 
and neither should you. And speaking 
of who's on top, be sure to tune in next 
month for Big Bitch’s “Tops and 
Bottoms of the Valley” awards! 


Dear Big Bitch, 

It has been given to me to 
understand that, despite your rather 
vulgar name, you are a person of 
some note. Since | make it a point to 
cultivate the acquaintance and (may | 
hope) friendship of all those who 
have distinguished themselves in any 
field of cultural endeavor, permit me 
to invite you to an exclusive 
Christmas Eve gathering that this 
year will be held at my home in 
Easthampton. 

Lest you have any concerns 
regarding the quality of this event, | 
can assure you that everything will 
be just perfect. We will dine off 
18th-century Spode china (formerly 
the property of Queen Victoria) 
upon free-range Siberian squab bed- 
ded on organic wild rice served with 
a simple reduction sauce made from 
fresh lingonberries flown in that day 
from Norway. During the meal, we 
will sip the finest French wines from 
extremely rare examples of Baccarat 
crystal. With dessert, we will savor 
an 1873 Chateau Y'quem that came 
from the private cellars of the 
Russian Imperial family. | could go 
on, but really, need | say more? 

In short, you can rest 


Professionally Trained 


BIG BITCH ~ 
a 


ee 


Piercings by the Bearded Lady ' ragieecadayel 


Get poked! 


assured that 
everything will 
be in the best 
possible taste. 
Wishing 
{ you the most 
perfect holiday 
ever, 


« 


Martha Stewart 
One of my many fabulous 
residences 


Dear Martha, 

Thanks for the invite, but no 
dice: Big Bitch doesn’t want women 
with good taste. Big Bitch wants 
women who taste good! 


Dear “Big Bitch,’ 

I can’t believe you actually 
worked as a stripper. How could 
you? Don’t you know that strip 
“clubs” only validize the objectifica- 
tion of women by the male gaze, and 
deny us our right to true historical 
subjectivity? Any woman who takes 
part in or otherwise supports such 
“entertainment” is complicit in the 
continuation of oppressive patriar- 
chal norms. Besides, some man 
might look at you and enjoy it. 

And don’t hand me any of 
your usual liberal bullshit about “an 
individual's right to choose”! I’ve 
been in college long enough to know 
for a fact that “individual choice” is a 
socially-constructed category whose 
limits are determined by the stric- 
tures of patriarchal power and cor- 
porate capitalism. 

So there! 


Polly Esther 

Any first-year Women’s 
Studies student 

Any College 

USA 


PS. Over break, | am going to be 
interning for 
AmeriVirtue, a 
prestigious 


corporation 


really think that | 
would let some- 


=~ with headquar- 
re) ters in 

= Washington 
= | D.C. Any sug- 
= | gestions for 
< | power dressing? 
-_ 
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= | Dear Polly, 

= i Do you | 
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one see me naked? 

As far as men looking and 
enjoying it, well, | certainly hope so! And 
the girls, too — I’m an equal-opportuni- 
ty exhibitionist. 

AmeriVirtue? Good luck. | 
suggest a liquid latex bra underneath a 
boxy gray suit with knee-length skirt. 


Santa Inc. 

A Division of AmeriVirtue 
Underneath the Ice 
North Pole 


Dear Ms. Big Bitch, 


We regret to inform you 
that your name appears on the 
“naughty” list this year due to your 
flagrant and repeated violations of 
even the most elementary standards 
of morality. Therefore, pursuant to 
article 1078, Chapter 234, subsection 
2B of the Uniform Code of Family 
Values, you will not receive any of 
the toys, presents, gifts, products or 
small animals (!) that you requested 
in your stocking this Christmas. 

And may | say that we at 
Santa Inc do not offer such items as 
“a crotchless fishnet bodysuit” or 
“double-ended dildo”, not to men- 
tion “Especiale de Monica cigars.” In 
the future, you are strongly advised 
to request gifts more in keeping with 
the sound “family values” that Santa 
Inc. has always supported. 

Wishing you the Merriest of 
Christmases, 


Kenneth Starr, Senior Dwarf 

Vice President and Grand 
Inquisitor, AmeriVirtue 

“Making your business our 
business since 1994” 


Dear Kenny, 

Yeah, well, thanks. As far as 
I'm concerned, you can take my stock- 
ing and stuff it! 


From the Desk of S. Claus 
[Confidential and Personal] 


Dearest Bitch, 

I'm sending this letter out 
with Blitzen. He's coming down 
your way for cranberries we need to 
make garlands. | only hope that it 
gets through. Ever since the corpo- 
rate suits and their “family values” 
types took over the operation, 
they've been censoring my mail. Not 
to mention making my life miserable: 
they don’t want me to put booze in 
the eggnog; smoke my pipe in public; 
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Thursday December 24th 


or “shake like a bowl full of jelly”! 
(Mrs. S. isn’t going to like that.) 

Oh yeah, and for some rea- 
son I’m supposed to ignore any 
requests for anything to do with 
Robin Hood. Bad role model. They 
think he was some kind of proto- 
socialist. 

They even want to get rid 
of the elves. Why? Because they 
don’t like it that the elves ares bisex- 
ual, into leather, and militantly non- 
monogamous to boot. So what? 
Everyone knows elves are like that... 
except these guys. They come up 
here at the end of October and pre- 
tend to be shocked by our 
Halloween Drag & Fetish Ball. 
Seems they have plans to turn the 
place into a theme park in the off- 
season, and they're afraid the 
tourists will be offended by what 
goes on around here when the 
weather gets warm. 

We work hard, we play 
hard. 

Get this. They want me to 
replace the elves with (married) 
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dwarves. They tell me dwarves are 
supposed to have a better “family 
image.” Can you believe that? Why 
do you think Snow White went 
around whistling while she worked? 
Not because she liked washing those 
dishes so much! So | told them: my 
elves have been with me since the 
4th century; if you corporate morali- 
mongers think I'm going to cut 

ue loose without a fight, then you 
can stuff it up your chimney! 

Besides, | know who Id 
rather party with on New Year's Eve. 

Ignore that stupid letter 
from that suit, okay? Until they can 
figure out a way to replace me, I'll fill 
whose ever stockings | want... and 
yours especially. I’ll be there on 
Christmas Eve as always. By the way: 
what size on the crotchless bod 
suit? And how many dozen of the 
cigars? | can’t wait try chem out 
together under the mistletoe. 

Kisses, 

Santa 
PS. | got a letter from some Women's 
Studies student who's going to be 
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interning here in January. She says 
we have to cut out the Valentine's 
Day lingerie show. What gives? 


Santy-kins, dear! 

Don’t worry, I'll be waiting 
under the mistletoe on the 24th. The 
bodysuit should be a small, but as you 
know, | prefer extra-large on the stock- 
ing-stuffer. But that’s never been a 
problem for you, has it? And bring 
Blitzen along, okay? He was such a 
nice addition last year. 

Love, 

BB 


PS - 
“And | heard her exclaim 
As she came with delight, 
‘Merry Christmas to all, 
And to all a hot night’” 


Big Bitch can be reached at VMag via 


E-mail at vcromag@aol.com, or via 
POB 774, Northampton MA 01061. 
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That’s white, as in trash 


You seem to fancy yourselves an “inde- 
pendent” publication which boldly defies 
society's norms and mores. Not unlike 
sical every facet of the major media 
and so-called “alternative” press, you 
engage in the same tired-out, Politically 
Correct defamation and hate-mongering. 
lam referring specifically to the 
October issue's article on Valley gangs. 
Since racially-based and racially exclusive 
criminal organizations are almost entirely 
monopolized by non-Whites and Jews in 
this county (the Organizatsia, composed 
entirely of Russian-Jewish emigrces, is the 
largest criminal syndicate operating in 
this country), you desperately try to look 
for bad White guys to marginalize in 
what is essentially non-Whice activity. 

The fact of the matter is tnat 
there are almost no pro-White organiza- 
tions that regularly engage in any type of 
criminal activity. That is to aah there are 
almost no pro-White gangs. It’s just that 
when a boozed-up Klansman does some- 
thing stupid, the whole world — and | 
mean the whole world — knows about 
it. I'm no enthusiast for the lan — 
there are vastly more professional and 
well-run organizations for Whites. But 
the fact of the matter is that non-White 
gangs kill more people in a typical week 
than the Klan has lynched in the past 50 
years. 

Your anti-White bias is almost 
breathtaking in that you capitalize “Black” 
and “Hispanic” but keep “white” lower- 
cased, Even the National Alliance, which 
the misnamed Jewish Anti-Defamation 
League called “the most dangerous orga- 
nized hate group in America’ capitalizes 
both “White” and “Black” indicating at 
least a minimal respect for both. It 
should be worth noting that the National 
Alliance —- the leading pro-White orga- 
nization in America --- has a far-lower 
percentage of law-breakers among its 
ranks than most mainstream political 
organizations — especially the 
Democratic Party. 


You note that it is “ironic” that 
a local skinhead group is peaceful. 
Where did you get the idea that young 
White people who criticize all the usual 
sacred-cow groups are wicked and vio- 
lent? Surely, not from a mass media 
almost entirely under the thumb of 
Gerald Levin, Mike Eisner, Sumner 
Redstone, Samuel Newhouse, Edgar 
Bronfman, Peter Chernin, Ronald 
Perelman, David Geffen, Jeffery 
Katzenberg, Steven Spielberg, Aurther 
Ochs Sulzberger, Katnerine Meyer 
Graham, Peter R. Kann, and the like. 

Of course, the most vocal crit- 
ics of Jews, non-Whites, homosexuals, 
feminists and others are all wicked peo- 
ple! | mean, how on earth would we get 
on with making America a non-White 
country by the year 2030 without mar- 
ginalizing the biggest critics of such a 
program as a gang of motley bomb 
throwers and church burners? | mean if 
they were sane, rational people who pre- 
sented compelling arguments against the 
current trends and government pro- 
grams, we might have to listen to them. 
Rather than face that dismal prospect, 
let's just denounce them as “naters” and 
“supremacists”, keep them off the air- 
waves and intimidate them into silence 
with more “hate crime” laws! 

Finally, you note that in various 
area skinhead groups, their allies are any 
White who “hates anybody not White. 

I cannot speak for the tiny skinhead sub- 
culture of the Valley because this is the 
first time I’ve heard of them. | will say 
this, however: White people with pro- 
White sympathies are rarely the blinded- 
by-hatred, fanatical cross-burners that 
the Jew media portray them as. 

That is to say, most pro-White 
activists are not blind naters of anyone 
not White. They are simply people — 
not unlike Black, Hispanic and Jewish 
activists — who simply desire what is 
good for their people and resent what is 
bad for them. Except it’s an entirely dif- 
ferent standard that Whites are judged 
by: Whites engaged in pro-White activity 
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are said to be “spreading hatred” where- 
as when non-Whites are engaged in 
identical work for their people, it is 
called “exercising their ‘civil rights’” 

Far from being haters them- 
selves, pro-White activists are simply the 
victims of the most systematic campaign 
of hatred and defamation ever to target 
an American subculture group. And this 
CT campaign of hatred and 
defamation has a very ironic ring to it: it 
operates under the pretext of “fighting 
hatred" or “fighting ‘racism’ or “fighting 
bigotry.” 

I'm sure you know that the 
chances of you being jumped by a skin- 
head on your way home Baa work is 
nill. I'd be willing to wager that you are 
epaps hundreds of times more likely to 

e jumped by a Black or Hispanic than a 
White involved in a pro-White organiza- 
tion — even after publishing an article 
like that. 

If you really like to position 
yourselves as an “alternative” publication, 
then why don’t you take genuine chances 
with what you publish and show a little 
racial honesty? 

- E-mail 10.30.98 


I'll give you racial honesty all right, 
white boy. To say that criminal organizations 
are monopolized by non-whites is nonsense. 
The Mafia is white (and is the most 
entrenched criminal organization in the 
Valley). The Organizatsia, which you give as 
an example of a non-white gang, is white 
(Russian, fewish, or Russian-jewish, theyre 
still white). Hell, haven't your racist, anti- 
Semitic honky ears ever heard of the 
Montana Freemen, Posse Commitatus or 
Nazi Low Riders; pro-white, bank-robbing, 
outlaw gangs one and all? Or do whatever 
Aryan newsgroups you subscribe to keep 
their heads planted so deeply in the sands 
of ignorance as to overlook their own crimi- 
nal activities? | won't even go into your anu- 
Semitism, and its obvious pallucinaeyy fixa- 
tion on an imagined Zionist Occupie 
Media. However, | will give you this: youre 
correct when you say that most pro-white 
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activists are not blind haters of anyone not 
white: Most of you are very specif j in 
whom you hate, as is evidenced by your let- 
ter. 

My advice to you — from one 
white boy to another — is this, copied from 
some forgotten poem years ago: 

Dig And Be Dug In Return. 


Geer eee cesr. er coresvnssnesreresssernnecrene 


Enough already 


lb 

I'm glad we had the chance to 
duke this out in print, because your 
response to my letter (Issue |3) revealed 
the crux of the issue: “A Latino member 
moves from a metropolitan area with 
their family to a smaller town. The mem- 
ber of that gang begins recruiting in that 
area. Because there are few people of 
Latino heritage in those small towns, the 
majority of recruits are whites. Thus, the 
chapter in that town becomes predomi- 
nantly white.” 

The clear implication of this 
message is this: “White people, don't let 
even one family of color move into your 
town. They may be connected with 
gangs and they'll recruit your kids into 

ecoming gun-toting, drug dealing gang 
members who are sympathetic to Blacks 
and Latinos.” This racist and race-baiting 
message was the real intent of your arti- 
cle, and if not it’s real intent, certainly it’s 
effect. It's because of racist propoganda 
such as this that people of color have 
tremendous difficulty moving into pre- 
dominantly white suburban and rural 
areas. Whites in those towns read arti- 
cles like your “Field Guide to Valley 
Gangs,” and become alarmed at any 
person of color moving into their town. 

ey SH EECn homogeneous 

society” ens to be Brooklyn, NY, 
where | ie elifon several years, where 
they have REAL gangs with real prob- 
lems. When | moved to the Valley in 
January, | brought several of my Latino 
and Black friends with me into YOUR 
white homogenous world. Articles like 
yours can make them the target of racist 
attacks by whites who don't want inte- 
gration. 

While the majority of police in 
the Valley are good people and conscien- 
tious in their duty to serve the whole 
community, a few police are currently 
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undergoing investigation for brutality 
against people of color in Springfield and 
Holyoke. Your article reinforces the 
white public perception that these few 
are justified in their atcacks on Black and 
Latino so-called “gang members,” and 
drums up support for more of this 
abuse. 

FYI, here's the stats on CRIME 
among white supremacist organizations, 
hate groups, ana their sympathizers: 

“According to the 1996 
Uniform Crime Reports, 10,706 hate 
crimes were reported by police agencies 
across the country. Most were motivat- 
ed by race, specifically anti-black senti- 


ment. 

“In 1996 the FBI recorded 
1,281 ‘crimes against persons’ for rea- 
sons of sexual-orientation bias. Two of 
these were murders and 222 were aggra- 
vated assaults. Four hundred and seven- 
ty-two of what the government termed 
hate crimes were not assaults but ‘acts of 
intimidation. These latter would not be 
crimes except for the determination that 
expressions of certain prejudices and 
hatreds were in themselves criminal 
offenses.” 

Note that these are crimes 
punishible by law. Furthermore, certain 
types of “expressions of hatred and prej- 

udices” ’, the kind propagated by 
Skinheads and Nazis, are in fact criminal 
violations, not civil rights. 


- Sue 
E-mail 1 1.3.98 


DenPesvessseacseneessereseBeaseseoenoDe 


Dear Sue, 

A (insert white fascist pig) moves 
from a metropolitan area with their family 
to a smaller town. The (insert white fascist 
pig) begins recruiting in that area. The 
majority of the recruits are white. Thus, the 
chapter in that town becomes predominantly 
white. Feel better? 

| don’t understand your need to 
make me the scapegoat for society's ills, to 
prove me a racist spreading fear and hatred 
throughout the Valley. At tie risk of sound- 
ing repetitive, although it seems quite neces- 
sary in a case such as yours, the topic of the 
article was gangs, not law-abiding citizens. 

I gave you an example, a simple 
formula, to Paka it easier for you to under- 
stand how many traditionally ethnically 
based gangs have opened up their member- 
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ship, altering philosophies and ideologies, to 
include members of other races. And, | said 
Latino member, meaning Latino gang mem- 
ber. A gang member is not representative of 
an entire race of people. | would hope the 
Valley community is intelligent enough to 
make that distinction. 

For you to find it necessary that | 
qualify every statement communicates your 
very thoughts on the community you live in. 
I'm not going to suppress information 
because you fear people will misread and 
misinterpret the material. If people are so 
easily swayed, so easily brainwashed, so 
ready to read racism in an objective piece, 
then there was no hope for them in 
the first place. They will perceive what they 
want to perceive, whether it exists or not, 
twisting words to support their own ideas 
and opinions. 

But, to satisfy you and to deter all 
those out there who have begun race riots 
because of me, I'll make some final com- 
ments; Are there gang members who ha oh 
am to be Black, Latino, Asian and White? 

es. Are these gang members involved in 
criminal activities? Often times, yes. Are 
these members an accurate representation 
of the greater whole? No. 

By the way, those litde “” suggest 
that those words within those “came out of 
someone's mouth. “White people, don’t 
let...” etc, etc. never came out of mine. 
Also, be aware that referring to someone as 
a Nazi and racist in print isn’t (what's the 
phrase?) a good idea legally. Libel, libel, libel. 
Be lucky | have a thick skin, and find you 
more amusing than a threat. 

As for your comment regarding 
Brooklyn, NY where there are “REAL gangs 
withreal problems” — please inform me 
where it was that you taught Criminology 
courses so that | may refer friends and col- 
leagues somewhere else. Tomaaatoe, tama- 
toe — a big band-aid or a small band-aid. 
As for duking it out in print — if | were to 
compare our exchange of letters to a boxing 
match it would be the Tyson-Holyfield 

“exchange” with you being Tyson and 
myself Holyfield. 

I'd say the horse is dead but I’m 
sure youd attribute any future incidents and 
accidents involving horses, even cow tippings, 
to me. 


Have a nice day. 


a oP 
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‘I just need a little SPACE!" 


We've alf[ been there: You get a great idea, need to remember a phone number, have to sketch 
something, draw a inap, write down a lyric... and there's no paper anywhere. The next time this 
happens, help willbe as close as a copy of VMag. Through issue 13, Larien Products (a great little 
Northampton company) will sponsor this ‘creativity page.” Now, when you get hit with a 


brainstorm or just need to put something down on paper, grab the nearest writing implement 
and a copy of VAlag and GO WILD! 


Pioneer Valley Vendors for the Bagel Biter®: 
Different Dranimer. Northampton, © Bruegger's,Northampton, * Bed. Bath & 
Beyoad, Holyoke Crossing. * Brookstone, Holyoke Mall, ¢ Lechter's, Holyoke Mall. 
The Chef's Shop, Holyoke Mall, * Your Kitchen, Keene, NH. ¢ Cook's Complements, 


Peterborough,NH, ° Brows & Roberts, Brattleboro, VI, « H.Greenburg & Sons, | f p | [ | 
Bennington, VT f j 
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HOLIDAY SHOW 
Wednesday Dec. 23rd 
open ‘til 2am 

CHRISTMAS NIGHT 

rad open @ Spm 

58 NEW YEAR’S EVE 

open @8 dance party 

and surprises ‘til 2am 

Free champagne & 

a toast at midnight! 


The only place to be! 
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IT DOESN'T GET ANY BETTER. JUST COME. 


25 West Street ROUTE 66 « 413.586.6900 * Northampton, MA 


Aloha Steamtrain 

Susan Angeletti 

Leo T. Baldwin 

Davis Bates 

Catalyst from the Pioneer Valley Performing Arts High School 
The Chosen Few 

Ed Vadas and the Fabulous Heavyweights 

Heather Egan 

Mark Erelli 

First Night Youth Talent Show 

Gervais School of Performing Arts & Heather Egan 

Green Street Brew Acapella 

Marion Groves & Friends (Claire Arenius, Rob Faulkner, Herman 
Hampton, Andy Jaffe, Tom McClung, Jay Messer & Fred Tillis) f h 
cypsy Wares Northampton Center ror the Arts 
Happy Dan, the Music Man l 

Henry The Juggler 

Ice Sculpture Extravaganza 

Jody Scalise 

Kevin Sharpe & Fellowship 

Khmer Classical and Folk Dance and Theater Troupe 


ae RING IN 1999 AT THE BIGGEST ARTS FESTIVAL 
pie IN THE #1 SMALL ARTS TOWN IN AMERICA 


Deborah Lubar 
Mentos: New Horizons 
Movement Ensemble 


Northampton ee Music Center FESTIVITIES KICK-OFF WITH THE ~2ANiiG 
Northampton Karate 

Northampton Zen Center/108 Bells Peace Celebration CONCERT AND PARADE AT JOHN M. GREENE 
Northampton High School Drama Club HALL, SMITH COLLEGE AT 12:30 


Pioneer Valley Ballet 
Pioneer Valley Gay Men's Chorus 


le aCe Choir MORE THAN 50 PERFORMERS APPEARING AT OVER 
Rick Goldin Music & Puppets for Children 25 DIFFERENT VENUES ALL DAY IN NORTHAMPTON 


Salamander Crossing 
Seen & Heard 
Irene Smalls: Multi-cultural Books Alive! 
Louise Taylor 
The Bobby Darling Show 
caters FIRST NIGHT BUTTONS AVAILABLE THROUGHOUT 
"i nie Mee & The Northampton High School Dance Clus WESTERN MASSACHUSETTS 

he Down Five 


The Enchanted Circle Theater 

ie a CHILD (UNDER 10) AND SENIOR BUTTONS $5 

The O-Tones 

oie AFTERNOON-ONLY BUTTONS FOR ADULTS $5 
a ADULT BUTTONS $10 THROUGH DECEMBER 30TH, 
Virtual Consort 515 ON NEW YEAR'S EVE 

Viva Quetzal 


Eric Weld 
Wholesale Klezmer 


Words & Pictures Museum 


Young At Heart Chorus = | 5 li Eyl Harvesditigtes’ (iY Tiegien i. a.¥40 4a e. 
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